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H  i  ST  O  ft  I C  A  L 

MEDICAL  / 


T  O 


Anthony  Henley,  Efq. \ 

K  . 

A  Man  of  Tour  Character 
can  no  more  Prevent  a 
Dedication,  than  he  wou'd 
Encourage  one ;  for  Merit,  like  a 
Virgin's  Blujhes,  is  Jiill  mofl  di - 
[cover'd?  when  it  labours  mofl  to 
be  conceal'd, 

'Ti is  hard,  that  to  think  well  of 
Tou?  Jhou'd  be  but  fuftice?  and  to 
tell  Ton  fo,  Jhou'd  be  an  Offence : 
Thus  rather  than  violate  lour 

A  3  Mo- 


i tejty-,  1  tnufl  be  ‘wanting  to 
Jour  other  Virtues ;  and  to  gra- 
tifie  One  good  Quality-,  do  wrong 
to  a  Thoufand. 

The  World  generally  me  a  fur  es 
our  Efleem  by  the  Ardour  of  our 
pretences  ;  and  will  fcarce  be¬ 
lieve  that  Jo  much  Zeal  in  the 
Heart,  can  be  confijient  with  fo 
much  Faintnefs  in  the  Expref 
but  when  they  rcfleci  on 


7 


Readinefs  to  do  Good,  and 
our  Induftry  to  hide  it ;  on  lour 
Pajfion  to  oblige,  and  Tour  Pain 
to  hear  it  owrid\  Theyll  conclude, 
that  Acknowledgments  woud  be 
Ungrateful  to  a  Perfon,  who  evn 
feems  to  receive  the  Obligations  he 
confers. 


But 


Dedication. 

But  tho  I  jhoud perfuade 1  my 
felfto  be  filent  upon  all  Occafions ; 
thofe  more  Polite  Arts-,  which? 
Pill  of  late?  have  Languiftdd  and 
Decay'd ,  woiid  appear  under  their 
prefent  Advantages ,  and  own  Tou 
for  one  of  their  generous  Refto - 
rers :  lnjomuch,  that  Sculpture 
now  Breaths }  Paint  mg  Speaks ? 
Mu  lick  Ravijhes ;  and  as  You 
help  to  refine  Our  T aft e,  You  di- 

ftinguijh  Your  Own. 

Your  Approbation  of  this  Poem , 
is  the  only  Exception  to  the ^  Opi¬ 
nion  the  World  has  oj  7 our  * Judg¬ 
ment ,  that  ought  to  relijh  nothing 
fo  much ,  as  what  You  Write  Your 
felf:  But  lou  are  refold’d  to  for- 
get  to  be  a  Critick ,  by  remenu 

A  4  bring 


Dedication. 

bring  Ton  are  a  Friend.  To  fay 
more ,  wodd  be  uneafie  to  Toth 
and  to  Jay  lefs->  wotid  be  un - 
jufi  in 


Your  Humble  Servant. 


THE 


PREFACE. 


SINCE  this  following  Poem  in  a 
manner  Hole  into  the  W orld,  I  cou’d 
not  be  furpriz’d  to  find  it  uncorreCt : 
Tho’  I  can  no  more  fay  I  was  a  Stranger 
to  its  coming  abroad,  than  that  I  ap¬ 
prov'd  of  the  Publisher's  Precipitation 
in  doing  it :  For  a  Hurry  in  the  Execu¬ 
tion,  generally  produces  a  Leiflire  in  Re¬ 
flection  fo  when  we  run  the  faHeH, 
we  Humble  the  oftnefl.  However,  the 
Errors  of  the  Printer  have  not  been 
greater  than  the  Candor  of  the  Reader : 
And  if  I  cou’d  but  fay  the  fame  of  the 
DefeCts  of  the  Author,  he’d  need  no 

Juft.- 
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/ 


Juflification  againft  the  Cavils  of  fome 
furious  Criticks,  who,  I  am  fore,  wou’d 
have  been  better  pleas’d  if  they  had  met 
with  more  Faults. 


Their  Grand  Objection  is,  That  the 
Fury  Difeafe  is  an  improper  Machine  to 
recite  Characters,  and  recommend  the 
Example  of  prefent  Writers :  But  tho’ 
I  had  the  Authority  of  fome  Greek  and 
Latin  Poets,  upon  parallel  In  fiances,  to 
juftifie  the  Defign  j  yet,  that  I  might 
not  introduce  any  thing  that  feem’d  in- 
conhltenr  or  hard,  I  flarted  this  Obje¬ 
ction  my  feif,  to  a  Gentleman  very  re¬ 
markable  in  this  fort  of  Criticifm,  who 
wou’d  by  no  means  allow  that  the  Con¬ 
trivance  was  forc’d,  or  the  Conduct  in¬ 
congruous. 

Difeafe  is  reprefen  ted  a  Fury  as  well  as 
Envy :  She  is  imagin’d  to  be  forc’d  by  an 
Incantation  from  her  Recefs ;  and  to  be 
reveng’d  on  the  Exorcill,  mortifies  him 
with  an  Introduction  of  feveral  Perfons 


eminent 


The  Preface. 

eminent  in  an  Accomplilhment  He  has 
made  iome  Advances  in. 

Nor  is  the  Compliment  Ids  to  any 
Great  Genius  mention’d  there  *  (nice  a 
very  Fiend,  who  naturally  repines  at  any 
Excellency,  is  forc’d  to  confefs  how  hap¬ 
pily  They’ve  ail  fucceeded. 

Their  next  Objection  is,  I  hat  I  have 
imitated  the  Lutrin  of  Monheur  Boileau. 

I  muft  own  1  am  proud  of  the  Imputati¬ 
on  ;  unlefs  their  Quarrel  be,  That  I  have 
not  done  it  enough :  Eut  he  that  will  give 
himfelf  the  trouble  of  examining,  will  find 
I  have  copy’d  him  in  nothing  but  in  two 
or  three  Lines  in  the  Complaint  of  Mo¬ 
le  ffe,  Canto  II.  and  in  one  in  his  Firffc 
Canto  i  the  Senfe  of  which  Line  is  entirely 
his,  and  I  cou’d  wilh.  it  were  not  the  only 
good  One  in  mine. 

G> 

1  have  fpoke  to  the  mod  material  Ob- 
jeftions  I  have  heard  of,  and  fhail  tell  thele 

Gentlemen,  That  for  ev’ry  Fault  they  pre¬ 
tend 
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tend  to  find  in  this  Poem ,  I II  undertake 
to  Shew  them  two.  One  of  thde  curious 
Perfons  does  me  the  Honour  to  fay,  He 
approves  of  the  Conclufion  of  it;  but  I 
fuppofc  ’tis  upon  no  other  Reafon,  but 
becaufe  his  the  Conclufion.  However,  I 
fnou’d  not  be  much  concern’d  not  to  be 
thought  Excellent  in  an  Amufement  I 
have  very  little  practis’d  hitherto,  nor  per¬ 
haps  ever  fliail  again. 

Reputation  of  this  fort  is  very  hard  to 
be  got,  and  very  eafie  to  be  loft ;  its  Pur- 
fuit  is  painful,  and  its  Pofleflion  unfruit¬ 
ful:  Nor  had  I  ever  attempted  any  thing 
in  this  kind,  ’till  finding  the  Animofidcs' 
among  the  Members  of  the  College  of  Pby- 
Jicians  encreafing  daily  (notwithflanding 
the  frequent  Exhortations  of  our  Worthy 
President  to  the  contrary)  I  was  perfuaded 
to  attempt  fomething  of  this  nature,  and 
to  endeavour  to  Rally  feme  of  our  difaffe- 
dted  iMembers  into  a  Senfe  of  their  Duty, 
who  have  hitherto  moft  obftinately  op¬ 
pos’d  all  manner  of  Union  j  and  have 

con- 
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continu’d  fo  unreafonably  refractory,  that 
’twas  thought  fit  by  the  College,  to  rein¬ 
force  the  Obfervance  of  the  Statutes  by  a 
Bond,  which  fome  of  them  wou’d  not 
comply  with,  tho’  none  of  ’em  had  re¬ 
fus’d  the  Ceremony  of  the  cuftomary 
Oath ;  like  fome  that  will  truft  their  Wives 
with -any  Body,  but  their  Mony  with 
None.  I  was  ferry  to  find  there  con’d 
be  any  Conftitution  that  was  not  to  be 
cur’d  without  Poifon,  and  that  there  fhou’d 
be  a  Profped  of  effecting  it  by  a  lels  grate¬ 
ful  Method  than  Reafon  and  Periuafion. 

The  Original  of  this  Difference  has  been 
of  fome  Handing,  tho’  it  did  not  break 
out  to  Fury  and  Excels  ’till  the  time  of 
Ereding  the  Difpenfary,  being  an  Apart¬ 
ment  in  the  College  let  up  for  the  Relief 
of  the  Sick  Poor,  and  manag’d  ever  fince 
with  an  integrity  and  Dilinterefl  Ratable 
to  io  Charitable  a  Defign. 

if  any  Perfon  wou’d  be  more  fully  in¬ 
form’d  about  the  Particulars  of  fo  Pious  a 

Work, 
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Work,  I  refer  him  to  a  Treadle  fee  forth 
by  the  Authority  of  the  Prefident  and  Cen- 
fors,  in  the  Year  97.  ’Tis  call’d  A  port 
Account  of  the  Proceedings  of  the  College 
of  Phyficians ,  London,  in  relation  to  the 
Sick  Poor.  The  Reader  may  there  not 
only  be  inform’d  of  the  Rife  and  Progrefs 
of  this  fo  Publick  an  Undertaking,  but 
alio  of  the  Concurrence  and  Encourage¬ 
ment  it  met  with  from  the  molt,  as  well 
as  the  moil  Ancient  Members  of  the  So¬ 
ciety,  notwithilanding  the  vigorous  Op- 
pofition  of  a  few  Men,  who  thought  it 
their  Intereft  to  defeat  fo  laudable  a  De- 
fisn. 

O 

The  Intention  of  this  Preface  is  not  to 
perfuade  Mankind  to  enter  into  our  Quar¬ 
rels,  but  to  vindicate  the  Author  from 
being  cenfur’d  of  taking  any  indecent  Li¬ 
berty  with  a  Faculty  he  has  the  Honour 
to  be  a  Member  of.  If  the  Satyr  may  ap¬ 
pear  directed  at  any  particular  Perfon,  ’tis 
at  fuch  only  as  are  prefum’d  to  be  engag’d 

in  Di (honourable  Confederacies  for  mean 

and 
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and  mercenary  Ends,  againft  the  Dignity 
of  their  own  Profeflion.  But  if  there  be 
no  fuch,  then  thefe  Characters  are  but 
imaginary,  and  by  confecjuence  ought  to 
oive  no  Body  Offence. 

The  Defcription  of  the  Battel  is  grounded 
upon  a  Feud  that  hapned  in  the  Diffenfa- 
vy,  betwixt  a  Member  of  the College  with, 
his  Retinue,  and  forne  of  the  Servants  that 
attended  there,  to  diipenfe  the  Medicines  j 
and  is  fo  far  real ;  tho’  the  Poetical  Rela¬ 
tion  be  fictitious.  I  hope  no  Body  will 
think  the  Author  Scurrilous  thro  the 
whole,  who  being  too  liable  to  Faults 
himfelf,  ought  to  be  lefs  fevere  upon 
the  Mifcarriages  of  others,  if  1  am  hard 
upon  any  one  rtis  my  Reader :  But  feme 
Worthy  Gentlemen,  as  remarkable  for 
their  Humanity  as  their  Extraordinary 
Parts,  have  taken  care  to  make  him  a- 
mends  for  it,  by  prefixing  fomething  of 
their  own. 

I  con- 


< 
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I  confels  thole  Ingenious  Gentlemen 
have  done  me  a  great  Honour  j  but  while 
they  defign  an  imaginary  Panegyrick  up¬ 
on  me.  They  have  made  a  real  one  upon 
Themlelves  and  by  laying  how  much 
this  ftnall  Performance  exceeds  lomc  o- 
thers.  They  convince  the  World  how  far 
it  falls  lliort  of  Theirs. 


The  Copy  of  an  Inftrument  Subfcribed  by  the 
Prefident,  Genior,  moft  of  the  Elebts,  Senior 
Fellows,  Candidates,  &c.  of  the  College 
of  Phyficians,  in  relation  to  the  Sick  Poor, 

WHereas  the  fever al  Orders  of  the  College  of 
\ Phyjicians ,  London,  for  prefer  thing  Me¬ 
dians  gratis  to  the  \ Poor  Sick  of  the  Cities  of  Lon¬ 
don  and  Weftminfter,  and  "Parts  adjacent ,  as  alfo 
the  Propofals  made  by  the  faid  College  to  the  Lord 
Mayor*  Court  of  Aldermen  and  Common  Council  of 
London,  in  purfuance  thereof  have  hitherto  been 
ineffectual,  for  that  no  Method  hath  been  taken  to 
furnijh  the  Poor  with  Medians  for  their  Cure  at 
low  and  reafonable  Rates  j  we  therefore  whofe 
Names  are  here  under-written ,  Fellows  or  Mem¬ 
bers  of  the  faid  College ,  being  willing  effectually 
to  promote  fo  great  a  Charity ,  by  the  Counfel  and 
good  Liking  of  the  Prefident  and  College  declared 
in  their  Comitia,  hereby  (to  wit ,  each  of  us  fede¬ 
rally  and  apart ,  and  not  the  one  for  the  other  of 
usj  do  oblige  our  [elves  to  pay  to  ‘Dr.  Thomas  Bur- 
well,  Fellow  and  EleCi  of  the  faid  College ,  the 
Sum  of  Ten  Pounds  apiece  of  Lawful  Mony  of. 
England,  by  fuch  Proportions ,  and  at  fuck  Times 

a  as 


as  to  the  major  'Part  of  the  Subfcribers  hereto  Jhall 
feem  mofl  convenient :  Which  Mony  when  received 
by  the  [aid  "Dr.  Thomas  Burwell,  is  to  be  by  him 
expended  in  preparing  and  delivering  Medicins  to 
the  Poor  at  their  intrinfick  Value ,  in  fuch  Manner , 
and  at  fuch  Times,  and  by  fuch  Orders  and  Di¬ 
re  £1  ions ,  as  by  the  major  Part  of  the  Subfcribers 
hereto ,  Jhall  in  Writing  be  hereafter  appointed  and 
direbted  for  that  Purpofe.  In  Witnefs  whereof  we 
have  hereunto  fet  our  Hands  and  Seals  this  Twenty 
Second  Day  of  December,  1696. 


Tho.  Millington,  Prtefes. 
Tho.  Burwell}  Elebl  and 
Cenfor  * 

Sam.  Collins,  Elebl. 
Edw.  Browne,  Elebl. 
Rich.  Torlefs,  Elebl  and 
Cenfor . 

Edw.  Hulfe,  Elebl. 

Tho.  Gill,  Cenfor. 

Will.  Dawes,  Cenfor . 

Jo.  Hutton. 

Rob.  Brady. 

Hans  Sloane. 

Rich.  Morton. 

John  Hawys. 

Ch.  Hard. 

Rich.  Robinfon. 

Joh,  Bateman. 


Walter  Mills. 

Dan.  Coxe. 

Henry  Sampfon. 

Thomas  Gibfon. 

Charles  Goodalh 
Edm.  King. 

Sam.  Garth. 

Barnh.  Soame. 

Denton  Nicholas. 

Jofeph  Gay  lard. 

John  Woollafton. 

Steph.  Hunt. 

Oliver  Horfeman. 

Rich.  Morton,  Jun . 
David  Hamilton. 

Hen.  Morelli. 

Walter  Harris. 

William  Briggs. 

Th.  Col- 


Th.  Colladon. 
Martin  Lifter. 
Jo.  Colbatch. 
Bernard  Connor. 
W.  Cockburn. 

J.  le  Feure. 

P.  Sylveftre. 

Cha.  Morton. 
Wait.  Charlton. 
Phineas  Fowke. 


Tho.  Alvery. 

Rob.  Gray. 

John  Wright. 
James  Drake. 

Sam.  Morris. 

John  Woodward. 

.  .  .  .  Norris. 
George  Colebrock. 
Gideon  Harvey. 


The  Defign  of  Printing  the  Subfcribers  Names, 
is  to  (hew,  that  the  late  Undertaking  has  the  Sandi- 
on  of  a  College  Ad  5  and  that  Tis  not  a  Projed  car¬ 
ried  on  by  Five  or  Six  Members,  as  thofe  that  op- 
pofe  it  would  unjuftly  infinuate. 


N 


a  z 


To 


To  Dr.G — th,  upon  the  Difpenfary. 


H  that  fome  Genius 3  whofe  Doetick  Vein , 


Vy  Like  M— gue'i’  coud  a  juft  Tiece  fuftain y 
IVoud  fearch  the  Grecian  and  the  Latin  Store.t 
And  thence  prefent  thee  with  the  pur  eft.  Oar . 


In  lafting  Numbers  praifte  thy  whole  Deftgn^ 

And  Manly  Beauty  of  each  Nervous  Line . 

Show  how  your  pointed  Satyr  s  Sterling  Wit 
Does  only  Knaves ,  or  formal  Blockheads  hit  5 
Who1  re  gravely  Dull ,  infipidly  Serene, 

And  carry  all  their  Wifdom  in  their  Mein . 

expos'd ,  thus  ftrifd  of  their  Difguif  *> 
None  will  again  Admire ,  *00/?  will  Defpife, 


Show  in  what  Noble  Verfe  Naflau  you  fmg , 
How  fuch  a  Doefs  worthy  fuch  a  King . 


When  S~—  r as  Charming  Eloquence  you  *Praife> 
How  loftily  your  Tuneful  Voice  you  raife  ! 

But  my  poor  feeble  Mufe  is  as  unfit 

To  T  raife ,  as  Imitate  what  you  have  writ . 

Artifls  alone  fhoiid  venture  to  Commend 

What  D - — s  can’t  Condemn y  nor  D — — n  Mend : 

What  mufiy  writ  with  that  Fire  and  with  that  Eafey 
The  Beauxy  the  Ladies  and  the  Criticks  pleafe . 

CL  Boyle. 


T  O 


TO  MY 


Friend  the  Author, 

Defiring  My 

Opinion  of  his  POEM. 

AS  K  me  not ,  Friend,  what  I  Approve  or  Blame, 

■ Verhaps  I  know  not  why  1  Like ,  or  Damn  •, 

1  can  be  T leas'd ;  and  1  dare  own  1  am. 

I  read  Thee  over  with  a  Lover's  Eye, 

Thou  haft  no  Faults,  or  I  no  Faults  can  fpy  > 

Thou  art  all  Beauty,  or  all  Blindnefs  I. 

Criticks,  and  aged  Beaux  of  Fancy  chafe. 

Who  ne'er  had  Fire,  or  elfe  whofe  Fire  is  paft, 

Muft  pudge  by  Rules  what  they  want  Force  to  Tape 

J 


a  4 


r  Charms? 


s 

i 

s 


/  world  a  Toet ,  //£<?  /z  Miftrefs ,  /ry5 

i 

iVztf  her  Hairy  her  Hand \  her  Nofe ,  her  Eye ; 

by  fome  Namelefs  DowPy  to  give  me  Joy . 

The  Nymph  has  (f^n’s,  C— 1 V, 

7/*  with  reftft  lefts  Fires  my  Soul  jhe  warms  *L 
Wit hB aim  upon  her  LipSyand  Raptures  in  her  Arms. 
Such  is  thy  Genius ,  and  fuch  Art  is  thine 9 
Magick  works  in  ev’ry  Line $ 

/%>  judge  noty  but  feel  the  Dow’r  Divine. 

Where  all  is  Juft ,  is  Beauteous ,  and  is  Fair 
Diftintlions  vanijh  of  peculiar  Air . 

Loft  in  our  Die  afire y  we  Enjoy  in  you 

Affile  / 

Lucretius,  Horace,  S-tt— cl  - eue. 

And  yet  Pis  thought ,  Criticks  in  this  Towns 
By  Rules  to  all \  but  to  them  [elves 3  unknown  y 
Will  Damn  thy  Ferfey  and  Juftifte  their  own . 

^^7?  ^  them  Damn :  /V  not  wond’rous  hard 

Facetious  M - and  the  City-B — - 


So  near  all/d  in  Learnings  Wit ,  and  Skill \ 

Shoud  not  have  leave  to  Judge ,  as  well  as  Kill? 
.,Nay>  let  them  write  •  Let  them  their  Forces  join^ 
And  hope  the  Motly  Fiece  may  rival  thine. 

Safely  defpife  their  Malic e,  and  their  Toil \ 

\Which  Vulgar  Ears  alone  will  reach ,  and  will  defile. 
Be  it  thy  Gen  rous  Bride  to  pleafe  the  Befi3 
Whofe  Judgment ,  and  whofe  Friendfhip  is  a  Teft . 
With  Learned  H-—  thy  healing  Cares  be  join  'dy 
i> Search  thoughtful  R— -e  to  his  inmoft  Mind: 

Unite *  re  [lore  your  Arts ,  and  fave  Mankind . 

•  * 

Whilft  all  the  bufie  M - Is  of  the  Town 

Envy  our  Healthy  and  pine  away  their  own . 
When  e'er  thou  wou'dfi  a  Tempting  Mufe  engage , 


Judicious  W 
Tog— 


of, 


-h  can  bejl  direSl  her  Rage . 
■s,  to  D  — — t  too  fubmit , 


/iW  let  their  Stamp  Immortalize  thy  Wit , 


"  v 


/ 


Confenting  Phoebus  bows,  if  they  Approve , 

And  Ranks  thee  with  the  fore  mo  ft  Bards  above : 

Whilft  thefe  of  Right  the  Deathlefs  Laurel  fend \ 

Be  it  my  Humble  Bits' nefs  to  Commend  _  . 

[ Friend . 1 

The  faithful \  honefl  Man. ,  the  well-natuf  d 


Chr.  Codrington, 


To 


To  my  Friend,  Dr,  G- — th,  the 
Author  of  the  Difpenfary. 

TO  Traifeyour  Healing  Art  would  be  in  vain 
The  Health  you  give>  prevents  the  Toefs  Ten, 
Sufficiently  confirm  d  is  your  Renown , 

And  I  but  fill  the  Chorus  of  the  Town , 

That  let  me  wave ,  and  only  now  Admire 
The  dazling  Rays  of  your  Toetick  Fire : 

Which  its  diffiufive  Virtue  does  difipenfe , 

In  flowing  Verfe ,  and  elevated  Serif  e. 

TheTown ,  which  long  has  fw  allow'd  foolifh  Verfe 9 
Which  Toet afters  ev’ry  where  rehear fe 
Will  mend  their  Judgment  now ,  refine  their  Tafle , 
And  gather  up  th'  Applaufie  they  threw  in  wafte . 

The 


The  T3 lay -Houfe  fhan't  Encourage  falfe,  fuhlime , 
Abortive  Thoughts,  with  Decoration-Rhime. 

The  Satyr  of  Vile  Scribblers  Jhall  appear 
On  none,  except  upon  themfelves  fever  ex 
IVhile  yours  Contemns  the  Gall  of  Vulgar  Spight 
And  when  you  feem  to  Smile  the  moft,  you  Bite. 


Tho.  Cheek. 
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AS  when  the  People  of  the  Northern  Zone 
Find  the  Approach  of  the  Revolving  Sun% 
Pleas  d  and  reviv'd^  They  fee  the  new-born  Lights 
And  dread  no  more  Eternity  of  Night  : 


Thus  We^  who  lately  as  of  Summer  s  Heat 
Have  felt  a  Hearth  of  Poetry  and  Wit  j  v 
Once  fear'd ,  Apollo  would  return  no  more 
From  warmer  Climes ,  to  an  ungrateful  Shore v 


Rut 


But  Ton ,  the  Fav'rite  of  the  Tuneful  Nine, 
Have  made  the  God  in  his  full  Luftre  fine  y 
Our  Night  have  chang'd  into  a  Glorious  Day ; 
And  reach’d  Ferfellion  in  your  frft  Ejfay : 

So  the  young  Eagle  that  his  Force  would  try$ 
Faces  the  Sun ,  and  tow'rs  it  to  the  Sky. 

Others  proceed  to  Art  by  fow  Degrees^ 
Aukward  at  firfty  at  length  they  faintly  pleafe k 
And  fill  whatever  their  frft  Efforts  produce , 

*Tis  an  Abortive ,  or  an  Infant  Mufe ; 

Whilfi  yours y  like  Pallas  from  the  Head  of  Jove, 
Steps  out  full  grown ,  with  Nob  left  Face  to  move . 
What  ancient  Toets  to  their  Subject  owey 
Is  here  invert edy  and  this  owes  to  you : 

Tou  found  it  Little ,  but  have  made  it  Great  s 
They  could  Defer  ibcy  but  you  alone  Create. 


Now  let  your  Mufe  rife  with  Expanded  Wings , 
To  fng  the  Fate  of  Empires >  and  of  Kings  5 
areat  WILLIAMS  Victories  fhe’U  next  rehear fe^ 
And  raife  a  Trophy  of  Immortal  Verfe: 

Thus  to  your  Art  proportion  the  cDefgn9 
And  Mighty  Things  with  Mighty  Numbers  join^ 

A  Second  Namur,  or  a  Future  Boyne. 


H.  Blount. 
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SPeak,  Goddefs!  fince  3tis  Thou  that  beft  canft  tells 
How  ancient  Leagues  to  modern  Difcord  fell  5 
And  why  Phyficians  were  fo  cautious  grown 
Of  others  Lives*  and  lavifli  of  their  own  3 
How  by  a  Journey  to  th*  Elyjian  Plain 
Peace  triumph'd*  and  old  Time  return'd  again* 


Not  far  from  that  mod  celebrated  Place^, 
Where  angry  J  Juftice  Ihews  her  awful  Face 

1  Old  Baily, 


Where 


z 
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Where  little  Villains  muft  fubmit  to  Fate, 

That  great  Ones  may  enjoy  the  World  in  State  5 
There  {lands  a  1  Dome,  Majeftick  to  the  Sight, 
And  fumptuous  Arches  bear  its  oval  Height 
A  golden  Globe  plac’d  high  with  artful  Skill, 
Seems,  to  the  diliant  Sight,  a  gilded  Pill  : 

This  Pile  was,  by  the  Pious  Patron’s  Aim, 
Rais’d  for  a  Ufe  as  Noble  as  its  Frame : 

Nor  did  the  Learn’d  Society  decline 
The  Propagation  of  that  great  Defign  5 
In  all  her  Mazes,  Nature’s  Face  they  view’d. 
And  as  Are  difappear’d,  their  Search  purfu’d. 
Wrapt  in  the  Shades  of  Night  the  Goddefs  lyes, 
Yet  to  the  Learn’d  unveils  her  dark  Dilguife, 
But  fhuns  the  grofs  Accels  of  vulgar  Eyes. 

Now  fhe  unfolds  the  faint,  and  dawning  Strife 
Of  infant  Atoms  kindling  into  Life : 

1  College  of  Fhyfecimu 
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How  duftile  Matter  new  Meanders  takes* 

And  ilender  Trains  of  twitting  Fibres  makes. 

And  how  the  Vifcous  feeks  a  clofer  Tone* 

By  juft  degrees  to  harden  into  Bone 5 
While  the  more  Loofe  flow  from  the  vital  Urn, 
And  in  full  Tides  of  Purple  Streams  return  3 
How  lambent  Flames  from  Life’s  bright  Lamp  arife* 
And  dart  in  Emanations  through  the  Eyes  3 
How  from  each  Sluice  a  gentle  Torrent  pours, 

To  flake  a  feav  rilh  Heat  with  ambient  Show  rs. 
Whence,  their  Mechanick  Pow  rs,  the  Spirits  claim. 
How  great  their  Force,  how  delicate  their  Frame : 
How  the  fame  Nerves  are  fafbion’d  to  luftain 
The  greateft  Pleafure  and  the  greateft  Pain, 

Why  bileous  J  nice  a  Golden  Light  puts  on. 

And  Floods  of  Chyle  in  Silver  Currents  run. 

How  the  dim  Speck  of  Entity  began 
To  work  its  brittle  Being  up  to  Man, 

'  B  Q 
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To  how  minute  an  Origin  we  owe 
Young  Ammon,  Cxfar,  and  the  Great  Najfau. 
Why  paler  Looks  impetuous  Rage  proclaim. 
And  why  chill  Virgins  redden  into  Flame. 
Why  Envy  oft  transforms  with  wan  Difguife, 
And  why  gay  Mirth  fits  fmiling  in  the  Eyes. 
All  Ice  why  Lucrece,  or  Semproniu,  Fire, 
Why  S—~  rages  to  furvive  Defire. 

Whence  Milo's  Vigour  at  OlympicU s  ihown, 

Whence  Tropes.to  F - h,  or  Impudence  to  S 

Why  Atticus  polite,  Brutus  fevere, 


■ n . 


- f  ,  ^ 

Why  Me — -n  muddy,  M - gus  why  clear. 

Hence  tis  we  wait  the  wond  rous  Caufe  to  find, 
How  Body  acts  upon  impafilve  Mind. 

How  Fumes  of  Wine  the  thinking  Part  can  fire. 
Part  Hopes  revive,  and  prefent  Joys  infpire : 
Why  our  Complexions  oft  our  Soul  declare. 
And  how  the  Paflions  in  the  Features  are. 


How 
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How  Touch  and  Harmony  arife  between 
Corporeal  Subftances,  and  Things  unfeen. 

% 

With  mighty  Truths,  myfterious  to  defcry. 

Which  in  the  Womb  of  diftant  Caufes  lye. 

But  now  thofe  great  Enquiries  are  no  more. 

And  Fadion  skulks,  where  Learning  Ihone  before : 
The  drooping  Sciences  negleded  pine? 

And  Pozaris  Beams  with  fading  Luftre  fhine. 

No  Readers  here  with  Hedick  Looks  are  found. 

Or  Eyes  in  Rheum,  thro’  midnight-watching  drown’d : 
The  lonely  Edifice  in  Sweats  complains 
That  nothing  there  but  empty  Silence  reigns, 

I 

This  Place  fo  fit  for  undifturb’d  Repole, 

The  God  of  Sloth  for  his  Afylum  chofe. 

Upon  a  Couch  of  Down  in  thefe  Abodes 
Supine  with  folded  Arme  he  thoughticfs  nods, 

B  3  Indulging 
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Indulging  Dreams  his  Godhead  lull  to  Eafe, 

With  Murmurs  of  foft  Rills,  and  whifp  ring  Trees. 
The  Toppy  and  each  Humming  Plant  difpenfe 
Their  arowzy  Virtue,  and  dull  Indolence. 

No  Paffions  interrupt  his  eafie  Reign, 

No  Problems  puzzle  his  Lethargick  Brain. 

But  dark  Oblivion  guards  his  peaceful  Bed, 

And  lazy  Fogs  hang  ling’ring  o'er  his  Head. 

As  at  full  Length  the  pamper'd  Monarch  lay 
BatPning  in  Eafe,  and  dumb ’ring  Life  away: 

A  fpiteful  Node  his  downy  Chains  unties, 

Halles  forward,  and  encreafes  as  it  flies. 

Firft,  fome  to  cleave  the  ftubborn  3  Flint  engage, 
’Till  urg'd  by  Blows,  it  fparkles  into  Rage. 

Some  temper  Lute,  fome  fpacious  Velfels  move  3 
Thefe  Furnaces  ered,  and  Thofe  approve. 

3  The  Building  of  the  Vifpenfary »  Hei 
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Here  Phyals  in  nice  Difcipline  are  fet. 

There  Gally-pots  are  rang’d  in  Alphabet. 

In  this  place,  Magazines  of  Pills  you  fpy  5 
In  that,  like  Forage,  Herbs  in  Bundles  lye. 

While  lifted  Peftles  brandifh’d  in  the  Air 
Defcend  in  Peals,  and  Civil  Wars  declare. 

Loud  Stroaks,  with  pounding  Spice,  theFabrick  rend. 
And  Aromatick  Clouds  in  Spires  afcend. 

So  when  the  Cyclops  o’er  their  Anvils  fweat. 

And  their  fwoln  Sinews  ecchoing  Blows  repeat  3 
From  the  Vuicanos  grofs  Eruptions  rife, 

And  curling  Sheets  of  Smoke  obfcure  the  Skies. 

The  flumb’ring  God  amaz’d  at  this  new  Din, 
Thrice  ftrove  to  rife,  and  thrice  funk  down  agen. 
Liftlefs  he  ftretc’n’d,  and  gaping  rubbd  his  Eyes, 
Then  falter’d  thus  betwixt  half  Words  and  Sighs. 

r 
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How  impotent  a  Deity  am  I ! 

With  Godhead  born,  but  curs’d,  that  cannot  die! 
Thro’  my  Indulgence,  Mortals  hourly  lhare 
A  grateful  Negligence,  and  Eafe  from  Care. 

Lull’d  in  my  Arms,  how  long  have  I  with-held 
The  Northern  Monarchs  from  the  dully  Field. 
How  have  I  kept  the  Britijh  Fleet  at  Eafe, 

From  tempting  the  rough  Dangers  of  the  Seas- 
Hibernia  owns  the  Mildnefs  of  my  Reign, 

And  my  Divinity’s  ador’d  in  Spain. 

I  Swains  to  Sylvan  Solitudes  convey. 

Where  Hr  etch’d  on  Moify  Beds,  they  wafte  away, 
In  gentle  Joys  the  Night,  in  Vows  the  Day. 
What  Marks  of  wondrous  Clemency  I’ve  fhovvn. 
Some  Rev’rend  Worthies  of  the  Gown  can  own. 
Triumphant  Plenty,  with  a  chearful  Grace, 

Basks  in  their  Eyes,  and  fparkles  in  their  Face. 


How 
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How  fleek  their  Looks,  how  goodly  is  their  Mien, 
When  big  they  ftrut  behind  a  double  Chin* 

Each  Faculty  in  Blandilhments  they  lull, 

Afpiring  to  be  venerably  dull 

No  learn  d  Debates  moled:  their  downy  Trance, 

Or  difcompofe  their  pompous  Ignorance: 

But  undifturb  3d>  they  loiter  Life  away. 

So  wither  Green*  and  blolfoin  in  Decay* 

Deep  funk  in  Down,  they,  by  my  gentle  Care, 
Avoid  tlf  Inclemencies  of  Morning  Air,  * 

And  leave  to  tatter'd  Crape  the  Drudgery  of  Pray  r. « 


Urim  was  civil,  and  not  void  of  Senfe, 
Had  Humour,  and  a  courteous  Confidence* 
So  fpruce  he  moves,  fo  gracefully  he  cocksy 
The  hallow'd  Rofe  declares  him  Orthodox* 
He  pafs'd  his  cade  Hours,  inftead  of  Pray  r. 
In  Madrigals,  and  Thillijing  the  Fair. 


Conftant 
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Conftant  at  Feafts,  and  each  '■Decorum  knew  j 
And  foon  as  the  Defert  appear'd,  withdrew. 
Always  obliging  and  without  Offence, 

And  fancy ’d  for  his  gay  Impertinence. 

But  fee  how  ill  miftaken  Parts  fucceed  j 
He  threw  off  my  Dominion,  and  would  read  j 
Engag’d  in  Controverfie,  wrangled  well; 

In  Convocation-Language  cou'd  excel. 

In  Volumns  prov’d  the  Church  without  Defence, 
And  guarded  but  by  helplefs  Providence: 

How  Grace  and  Moderation  difagree $ 

t 

And  Violence  advances  Charity. 

Thus  writ  ’till  none  would  read,  becoming  foon 
A  wretched  Scnbler,  of  a  rare  Buffoon. 

Mankind  my  fond  propitious  Pow’r  has  try’d, 
Too  oft  to  own,  too  much  to  be  deny’d. 


And, 
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And)  in  return,  I  ask  but  feme  Recefsj, 

To  relifh  the  lov’d  Extafies  of  Peace. 

But  that,  the  Great  Naffau* s  Heroick  Arms 
Has  long  prevented  with  his  loud  Alarms, 

Still  my  Indulgence  with  Contempt  he  flies5 
His  Couch  a  Trench)  his  Canopy  the  Skies. 

Nor  Climes  nor  Seafons  his  Refolves  controul, 

Th5  o 'Equator  has  no  Heat)  no  Ice  the  Vole. 

With  Arms  refiftlefs  o’er  the  Globe  he  flies. 

And  leaves  to  Jove  the  Empire  o'the  Skies. 

But  as  the  flothful  God  to  yawn  begun, 

He  fhook  off  the  dull  Mill,  and  thus  went  on. 

Twas  in  this  rev  rend  Dome  I  fought  Repofe* 
Thefe  Walls  were  that  Afylum  I  had  chofe. 

Here  have  I  rul’d  long  undiflurb’d  with  Broils, 

And  laugh’d  at  Heroes,  and  their  glorious  Toils. 

\ 

My 
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My  Annals  are  in  mouldy  Mildews  wrought, 

With  ftrong  unlabour’d  Impotence  of  Thought. 

But  now  fome  bufie,  enterprizing  Brain 
Invents  new  Fancies  to  renew  my  Pain, 

And  labours  to  diiTolve  my  eafie  Reign. 

With  that,  the  God  his  darling  'Phantom  calls, 
And  from  his  falt’ring  Lips  this  MeiTage  falls  5 

Since  Mortals  will  difpute  my  Pow’r,  I’ll  try 
Who  has  the  grcateft  Empire,  they  or  I. 

Find  Envy  out,  fome  Prince’s  Court  attend. 

Moil  likely  there  you’ll  meet  the  familh’d  Fiend. 
Or  where  dull  Criticks  Author’s  Fate  foretel; 

Or  where  ftale  Maids,  or  meager  Eunuchs  dwell. 

Tell  the  bleak  Fury  what  new  Projeds  reign, 

♦ 

Among  the  Homicides  of  fVarwkk-Lane, 


And 
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And  what  th’  Event,  unlefs  (he  ftrait  enclines 
To  blaft  their  Hopes,  and  baffle  their  Defigns. 

More  he  had  (poke,  but  fudden  Vapours  rife. 
And  with  their  filken  Cords  tie  down  his  Eyes. 


« 

. 

' 

f 


* 


' 


' 


- 
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SOON  as  with  gentle  Sighs  the  Ev’ning  Breeze 
Begun  to  whifper  thro5  the  murmring  Trees  5 
And  Night  to  wrap  in  Shades  the  Mountains  Head.%1 
While  Winds  lay  hulh’d  in  Subterranean  Beds 5 
Officious  Phanto?n  did  with  fpeed  prepare 
To  hide  on  tender  Pinions  through  the  Air, 

Oft  he  attempts  the  Summit  of  a  Rock, 

And  oft  the  Hollow  of  fome  blafted  Oak  * 

At  length  approaching  where  bleak  Envy  lay, 

The  hiding  of  her  Snakes  proclaim’d  the  way. 

v 
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Beneath  the  gloomy  Covert  of  an  Yew, 

That  taints  the  Grafs  with  fickly  Sweats  of  Dew  ; 
No  verdant  Beauty  entertains  the  Sight* 

But  baneful  Hemlock,  and  cold  Aconite  ; 

In  a  dark  Grott  the  baleful  Haggard  lay. 

Breathing  black  Vengeance,  and  infe&ing  Day. 

•  But  how  deform’d,  and  worn  with  fpightful  Woesj 
Rapacious  Ferres ,  late  a  Statefman,  knows. 

The  cheerful  Blood  her  meager  Cheeks  forfook, 
And  Bafilisks  fate  Brooding  in  her  Look. 

A  bald  and  bloated  Toad-ftooi  rais’d  her  Head; 
The  Plumes  of  boding  Ravens  were  her  Bed. 

From  her  chapp’d  Noflrils  Raiding  Torrents  fall. 
And  her  funk  Eyes  boil  o’er  in  Floods  of  Gall. 
Volcanos  labour  thus  with  inward  Pains, 

Whilft  Seas  of  melted  Oar  lye  wafte  the  Plains. 


Around 
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Around  the  Fiend  in  hideous  Order  fate 
Foul  bawling  Infamy,  and  bold  Debate: 

Gruff  Difcontent,  thro’  Ignorance  mifs-Ied, 

And  clam’rous  Faction  at  her  Party’s  Head: 

RelHefs  Sedition  ftili  diffembling  Fear, 

And  lly  Hypocrifie  with  Pious  Leer. 

Glouting  with  fullen  Spight  the  Fury  fhook 
Her  clotter’d  Locks,  and  Halted  with  each  Look. 
Then  tore  with  canker’d  Teeth  the  pregnant  Scrolls, 
Where  Fame  the  Ads  of  Demy-Gods  enrolls. 

And  as  the  rent  Records  in  pieces  fell. 

Each  Scrap  did  fome  Immortal  x4ftion  tell. 

This  fhow’d,  how  fix'd  as  Fate  Torquatus  flood, 

k 

That,  the  fam'd  Palfage  of  the  Granick  Flood  $ 

The  Julian  Eagl  es,  here,  their  Wings  difplay, 

And  there,  like  fetting  Stars,  the  TOecii  lay  5, 

C 


This 


i  8  The  D ifp  en  fary. 

This  does  Camillas  as  a  God  extol, 

That  points  at  Manlius  in  the  Capitol  5 
How  Cockles  did  the  Tybef  s  Surges  brave, 

How  Curtins  plung*d  into  the  gaping  Grave. 
Great  Cyrus ,  here,  the  Medes  and  Terfians  join. 
And,  there,  the  wond  rous  Battel  of  the  Bbyn. 

As  the  light  Meffenger  the  Fury  fpy’d, 

A  while  his  curdling  Blood  forgot  to  glide  : 
Confufion  on  his  fainting  Vitals  hung, 

And  fait  ring  Accents  flutter'd  on  his  To  ngue. 

At  length,  affirming  Courage,  he  convey:d 
His  Errand,  then  he  fhrunk  into  a  Shade. 

The  Hag  lay  long  revolving  what  might  be 
The  bleft  Event  of  fuch  an  Embaffie. 

Then  blazons  in  dread  Smiles  her  hideous  Form, 
So  Lightning  gilds  the  unrelenting  Storm- 


Thus 


Thus  fhe - -  Mankind  are  blefs’d,  they  riot  (till 

Unbounded  in  Exorbitance  of  Ill. 

By  Devaffation  the  rough  Warrior  gains* 

And  Farmers  fatten  moft  when  Famine  reigns  5 
For  fickly  Seafons  the  Phyficians  wait, 

And  Politicians  thrive  in  Broils  of  State, 

The  Lover’s  eafie  when  the  Fair  One  fighs. 

And  Gods  fubfift  not  but  by  Sacrifice, 

Each  other  Being  feme  Indulgence  knows. 

Few  are  my  Joys,  but  infinite  my  Woes, 

My  prefent  Pain  Britannia's  Genius  wills. 

And  thus  the  Fates  record  my  future  Ills. 

A  Heroine  lhall  Albion  s  Scepter  bear, 

[Prayr. 

With  Arms  fhall  vanquifli  Earth,  and  Heavn  with 
She  on  the  World  her  Clemency  fhall  fhow  r, 

And  only  to  preferve,  exert  her  Pow  r. 

Cq 
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Tyrants  fhall  then  their  impious  Aims  forbear. 

And  Blenheim's  Thunder,  more  than  *  Etnas ,  fear. 

Since  by  no  Arts  I  therefore  can  defeat 
The  happy  Enterprizes  of  the  Great, 

I'll  calmly  hoop  to  more  inferior  Things  ■, 

And  try  if  my  lov'd  Snakes  have  Teeth  or  Stings. 


She  laid  j  and  ftrait  fhrill  Colon’s  Perfon  took, 

In  Morals  loofe,  but  molt  precife  in  Look. 
Black-Fryars  Annals  lately  pleas’d  to  call 
Him  Warden  of  Apothecaries-Hatt. 

And,  when  fo  dignify 'd,  he’d  not  forbear  ~ 

That  Operation  which  the  Learn’ d  declare  S 
Gives  Cholicks  eafe,  and  makes  the  Ladies  fair.  ^ 
In  llarch’d  Urbanity  his  Talent  lyes, 

And  Form  the  want  of  Intellects  fupplies. 

*  In  ,/Etna  mere  forg'd  the  Thunderbolts  which  Jove  employ'd  againjl  the 
Ambition  of  the  Giants. 


Hourly 
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Hourly  his  Learrdd  Impertinence  affords 
A  barren  Superfluity  of  Words. 

The  Patients  Ears  remorflefs  he  aflails^ 
Murthers  with  Jargon  where  his  Med  cine  fails. 


The  Fury  thus  affuming  Colon9 s  Grace, 

So  flung  her  Arms,  fo  fhuffl ’d  in  her  Pace. 
Onward  (he  haftens  to  the  fam'd  Abodes, 

^  here  Horofcope  invokes  th5  infernal  Gods  5 
And  reach  d  the  Manfion  where  the  Vulgar  run9 
For  Ruin  throng,  and  pay  to  be  undone. 


This  Wight  ail  Mercenary  Projeds  tries. 
And  knows,  that  to  be  Rich  is  to  be  Wife. 

By  ufeful  Obfervations  he  can  tell 
1  lie  facred  Charms,  that  in  true  Sterling  dwell, 
How  Gold  makes  a  Patrician  of  a  Slave, 

A  Dwarf  an  AtltiSy  a  'Therfites  brave. 


It 
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It  cancels  all  Defects,  and  in  their  Place 
Finds  Senfe  in  Br— — w,  Charms  in  Lady  G 
It  guides  the  Fancy,  and  direfis  the  Mind  ^ 

No  Bankrupt  ever  found  a  Fair  One  kind. 

So  truly  Horofcope  its  Virtue  knows. 

To  this  bright  Idol  *  tis,  alone,  he  bows  3 
And  fancies,  that  a  Thoufand  Pound  fup  plies 
The  want  of  Twenty  Thoufand  Qualities. 

Long  has  he  been  of  that  amphibious  Fry, 
Bold  to  Prefcribe,  and  bufie  to  Apply. 

His  Shop  the  gazing  V ulgar’s  Eyes  employs 
With  Foreign  Trinkets,  and  Domeftick  Toys. 

Here,  Mummies  lay  moft  reverendly  ftale, 
And  there,  the  Tcrtois  hung  her  Coat  0’  Mail 


Not  far  from  fome  hugh  Shark's  devouring  Head 
The  flying  Fifh  their  finny  Pinions  pread. 

Aloft  in  Rows  large  Poppy  Heads  were  ftrung. 

And  near,  a  fcaly  Alligator  hung. 

In  this  place,  Drugs  in  mufty  Heaps  decay'd. 

In  that,  dry’d  Bladders,  and  drawn  Teeth  were  laid. 


An  inner  Room  receives  the  num  rous  Shoals, 
Of  fuch  as  pay  to  be  reputed  Fools. 

Globes  Hand  by  Globes,  Volumns  on  Volumns  lye. 
And  Planetary  Schemes  amufe  the  Eye. 

The  Sage,  in  Velvet  Chair,  here  lolls  at  Eafe„ 

To  prorrufe  future  Health  for  prefent  Fees. 

Then,  as  from  Tripod ,  fulemn  Shams  reveal?. 

And  what  the  Stars  know  nothing  of,  foretels. 

*• 

One  asks,  how  foon  Tanthea  may  be  won, 

And  longs  to  feel  the  Marriage  Fetters  on. 
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Others*  convinc’d  by  melancholy  Proof* 

Enquire  when  courteous  Fates  will  flrike  ’em  off. 

Some,  by  what  means  they  may  redrefs  the  Wrong, 
When  Fathers  the  Polfeffion  keep  too  long. 

And  fome  would  know  the  IlTue  of  their  Caufe, 

And  whether  Gold  can  folder  up  its  Flaws. 

Poor  pregnant  Lais  his  Advice  would  have* 

To  lofe  by  Art  what  fruitful  Nature  gave: 

And  Tortia  old  in  Expectation  grown, 

Laments  her.  barren  Curie,  and  begs  a  Son. 

Whilft  im*  his  Cofmetick  JVaJh  would  try. 

To  make  her  Bloom  revive,  and  Lovers  die. 

Some  ask  for  Charms*  and  others  Philters  chufe, 

To  gain  Corinna ,  and  their  Quartans  lofe. 

Young  Hylas ,  botch’d  with  Stains  too  foul  to  name, 
In  Cradle  here  renews  his  Youthful  Frame: 


Cloy’d 
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Cloy'd  with  Defire,  and  furfeited  with  Charms, 

A  Hot-Houfe  he  prefers  to  Julias  Arms. 

And  old  Lucullus  won  d  fh5  Arcanum  prove, 

Of  kindling  in  cold  Veins  the  Sparks  of  Love. 

Bleak  Envy  thefe  dull  Frauds  with  Pleafure  fees. 
And  wonders  at  the  fenfelefs  Myfteries. 

In  Colons  V oice  fhe  thus  calls  out  aloud 
On  Hot  of  cope  environ'd  by  the  Crowd. 

Forbear,  forbear,  thy  vain  Amufements  ceafe. 
Thy  Wood-Cocks  from  their  Gins  a  while  releafe; 
And  to  that  dire  Misfortune  liften  well, 

Which  thou  Ihou  dft  fear  to  know*  or  I  to  tell. 

T  is  true,  thou  ever  waft  efteeind  by  me 
I  he  Great  Alcides  of  our  Company. 

When  we  with  Noble  Scorn  refolv’d  to  eafe 
“Our  felves  from  all  Parochial  Offices; 
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And  to  our  Wealthier  Patients  left  the  Care, 

And  draggl'd  Dignity  of  Scavenger: 

Such  Zeal  in  that  Affair  thou  didft  exprefs, 

Nought  cou’d  be  equal,  but  the  great  Succefs. 

Now  call  to  mind  thy  Gen’rous  Prowefs  pafl, 

Be  what  thou  fhou’dft,  by  thinking  what  thou  waft. 
The  Faculty  of  Warwick  Lane  Defign, 

If  not  to  Storm,  at  leaft  to  Undermine: 

Their  C  ates  each  day  Ten  thoufand  N  ight-caps  crowd, 
And  Mortars  utter  their  Attempts  aloud. 

If  they  fhould  once  unmask  our  My  fiery. 

Each  Nurfe,  e’er  long,  wou’d  be  as  learn 'd  as  We; 
Our  Art  expos’d  to  ev’ry  Vulgar  Eye, 

And  none,  in  Complaifance  to  us,  would  dye. 

What  if  We  claim  their  Right  t’  Aflaflinate, 

Muft  they  needs  turn  Apothecaries  ftrait? 

Prevent  it,  Gods!  all  Stratagems  we  try, 

To  crowd  with  new  Inhabitants  your  Sky. 
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Tis  we  who  wait  the  Deflinies  Command, 

To  purge  the  troubl’d  Air,  and  weed  the  Land; 

.And  dare  the  College  of  Thyficians  aim 
To  equal  our  Fraternity  in  Fame? 

Then  let  Crabs  Eyes  with  Tear l  for  Virtue  try. 

Or  Highgate-HUl  with  lofty  Tindus  vie: 

So  Glow-worms  may  compare  with  Titan's,  Beams, 
And  Hare-Court  Pump  with  Aganippe’s  Streams. 

Our  Manufacture  now  they  meanly  fell, 

And  fpightfully  th’intrinfick  Value  tell: 

’Nay  more  :  Inhumanly  They'll  force  us  foon 
T’ exert  our  Charity,  and  be  undone  $ 

VVhilft  We,  at  our  Expence,  muft  perfevere, 

And,  for  another  World,  be  ruin'd  here. 

At  this,  fam’d  Horofcope  turn’d  pale,  and  ftraight 
Wn  Silence  tumbl’d  from  his  Chair  of  State. 


The 
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The  Crowd  in  great  Confufion  fought  the  Door* 
And  left  the  Magus  fainting  on  the  Floor. 
Whild  in  his  Bread  the  Fury  breath'd  a  Storm, 
Then  fought  her  Cell*  and  reaflum’d  her  Form. 
Thus  from  the  Sore  altho:  the  Infeft  flies. 

It  leaves  a  Brood  of  Maggots  in  Difguife. 

Officious  Squirt  in  hade  forfook  the  Shop, 

To  fuccour  the  expiring  Horofcope . 

Oft  he  effay’d  the  Magus  to  redore. 

By  Salt  of  Succmums  prevailing  Pow  r ; 

Yet  dill  fupine  the  folid  Lumber  lay 
An  Image  of  fcarce  animated  Clay  5 
Till  F  ates,  indulgent  when  Difaders  call, 

f4&v  fittt  ///**(?£&  +  t+r+f 

By  Squirt's  nice  Hand  apply  5d  a  Urinal  5 
The  Wight  no  fooner  did  the  Steam  receive* 

But  rous'd,  and  blefs'd  the  dale  Redorative, 


The 
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The  Springs  of  Life  their  former  Vigour  feei. 

Such  Zeal  he  had  for  that  vile  Utenfil. 

So  when  the  Great  Telides,  Thetis  found. 

He  knew  the  oozy  Scent,  and  th’Azure  Goddefs  own’d. 
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CANTO  III. 

ALL  Night  the  Sage  in  Penfive  Tumults  Jay, 
Complaining  of  the  flow  Approach  of  Day  • 
Oft  turn’d  him  round,  and  drove  to  think  no  more 
Of  what  ihrill  Colon  fpoke  the  Day  before. 

CowJIlps  and  Topples  o’er  his  Eyes  he  fpread, 

//A-  *  / 

And  S - vYorks  he  laid  beneath  his  Head. 

But  thofe  blefs’d  Opiats  ftill  in  vain  he  tries* 

Sleep  s  gentle  Image  his  Embraces  flies. 

Tumultuous  Cares  lay  rolling  in  his  Breaftf 
And  thus  his  anxious  Thoughts  the  Sage  exprefh 
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Oft  has  this  Planet  roll’d  around  the  Sun, 
Since  to  confult  the  Skies,  I  firft  begun : 

Such  my  Applaufe,  fo  mighty  my  Succefs, 

I  once  thought  my  Predictions  more  than  Guefs, 
But,  doubtful  as  I  am,  I  ll  entertain 
This  Faith,  there  can  be  no  Miftake  in  Gain. 
For  the  dull  World  moft  Honour  pay  to  thofe 
Who  on  their  Underftanding  moft  impofe. 

Firft  Man  creates,  and  then  he  fears  the  Elf, 
Thus  others  cheat  him  not,  but  he  himfelf : 

He  loaths  the  Subftance,  and  he  loves  the  Show 
You’ll  ne’er  convince  a  Fool,  Himfelf  is  fo: 

He  hates  Reallities,  and  hugs  the  Cheat, 

And  ftill  the  only  Plealure’s  the  Deceit. 

So  Meteors  flatter  with  a  dazling  Dye 
Which  no  Exiftence  has,  but  in  the  Eye. 
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At  diftance  Profpeds  pieafe  us.,  but  when  near, 

We  find  but  defart  Rocks,  and  fleeting  Air. 

From  Stratagem,  to  Stratagem  we  run, 

And  he  knows  moft,  who  lateft  is  undone. 

Mankind  one  Day  ferene  and  free  appear  * 

The  next,  they  re  cloudy,  fullen,  andfevere: 

New  Paflions,  new  Opinions  ftill  excite. 

And  what  they  like  at  Noon,  they  leave  at  Night: 
They  gain  with  Labour,  what  they  quit  with  Eafe, 
And  Health,  for  want  of  Change,  becomes  Difeafe. 
Religions  bright  Authority  they  dare, 

And  yet  are  Slaves  to  Superftitious  Fear. 

They  Counfel  others,  but  themfelves  Deceive, 

And  tho’  they  re  Cozen’d  ftill,  they  ftill  Believe.  ,  # 

Shall  I  then,  who  with  penetrating  Sight 

Infped  the  Springs  that  guide  each  Appetite  : 
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Who  with  unfathorr/d  Searches  hourly  pierce 
The  dark  RecelTes  of  the  L  niverfe, 

Be  Paflive,  whilft  the  Faculty  pretend 
Our  Charter  with  unhallow’d  Hands  to  rend? 

If  all  the  Fiends  that  in  low  Darknefs  reign. 

Be  not  the  Fi&ions  of  a  fidkly  Brain, 

That  Projeft,  the  *  Difpenfary  they  call, 

Before  the  Moon  can  blunt  her  Horns,  (hall  fall. 

» 

With  that,  a  Glance  from  mild  Auroras  Eyes 
Shoots  thro’  the  Chryftal  Kingdoms  of  the  Skies  ■, 
The  Savage  Kind  in  Forefts  ceafe  to  roam. 

And  Sots  o’erehargd  with  naufeous  Loads  reel  home. 
Light’s  chearful  Smiles  o’er  th’Azure  Wafte  are  fpread, 
And  Mifs  from  Inns  o’ Court  bolts  out  unpaid. 

The  Sage  tranfported  at  th’ approaching  Hour, 
Imperioufly  thrice  thunder’d  on  the  Floor  3 

*  Medicim  made  there,  jir  the  ufe  of  the  fee r. 

Offici- 
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Officious  Squirt  that  Moment  had  accefs, 

His  Truft  was  great,  his  Vigilance  no  lefs. 

To  him  thus  Horofcope^ 

My  kind  Companion  in  this  dire  Affair, 
Which  is  more  light,  fioce  you  affume  a  Share  5 
Fly  with  what  hafte  you  us’d  to  do  of  old* 

When  Clyfter  was  in  danger  to  be  cold : 

) 

With  Expedition  on  the  Beadle  call. 

To  fuunmon  all  the  Company  to  tli  Hall. 

Away  the  trufty  Coadjutor  flies, 

Swift  as  from  Phyal  Steams  of  Harts-horn  rife. 
The  Magus  in  the  inf  rim  mumbles  o’er 

Vile  Terms  of  Art  to  fome  Infernal  Pow  r, 

/ 

And  draws  Myfterious  Circles  on  the  Floor. 

But  from  the  gloomy  Vault  no  glaring  Spright, 
Afcends  to  blaft  the  tender  Bloom  of  Light, 

D  2 
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No  myftick  Sounds  from  Hell's  detefled  Womb, 
In  dusky  Exhalations  upwards  come. 

And  now  to  raife  an  Altar  He  decrees, 

To  that  devouring  Harpy  call’d  T)ifeafe. 

Then  Flowrs  in  Canifters  he  haftes  to  bring, 
The  wither’d  Produd  of  a  blighted  Spring, 

With  cold  Solanum  from  the  Hontick  Shore, 
The  Roots  of  Mandrake  and  Black  Ellehore . 

And  on  the  Strudure  next  he  heaps  a  Load 
Of  Sajfafras  in  Chips,  and  Mafiick  Wood. 

Then  from  the  Compter  he  takes  down  the  File, 
And  with  Prefer iptions  lights  the  folemn  Pile. 

Feebly  the  Flames  on  clumfie  Wings  afpire, 

And  fmoth  ring  Fogs  of  Smoke  benight  the  Fire. 

/ 

With  Sorrow  he  beheld  the  fad*  Portent, 

Then  to  the  Hag  thefe  Orizons  he  fent. 
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Difeafe !  thou  ever  moft  propitious  Pow’r, 

Whofe  kind  Indulgences  we  tafle  each  Hour  : 

Thou  well  canft  boaft  thy  num’rous  Pedigree 
Begot  by  Sloth,  maintain’d  by  Luxury. 

In  gilded  Palaces  thy  Prowefs  reigns. 

But  flies  the  humble  Sheds  of  Cottage  Swains. 

To  You  fuch  Might  and  Energy  belong. 

You  nip  the  Blooming,  and  unnerve  the  Strong. 

The  Purple  Conqueror  in  Chains  you  bind, 

And  are  to  us  your  Vaflals  only  kind. 

If,  in  return,  all  Diligence  we  pay 

To  fix  your  Empire,  and  confirm  your  Sway, 

I  ar  as  the  weekly  Bills  can  reach  around, 

From  Kent-fireet  end  to  fam’d  St.  Giles's- Toundi 
Behold  this  poor  Libation  -with  a  Smile, 

And  let  aufpicious  Light  break  through  the  Pile. 

■D3 
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He  fpoke*  and  on  the  Pyramid  he  laid 
Bay-Leaves  and  Vipers  Hearts,  and  thus  he  laid j 
As  Tbefe  confume  in  this  myfterious  Fire, 

So  let  the  curs’d  Difpenfary  expire  5 

And  as  Thofe  crackle  in  the  Flames,  and  die. 

So  let  its  VeiTels  bur  Id,  and  Giaifes  fly. 

But  a  finiider  Cricket  (trait  was  heard, 

The  Altar  fell,  the  OfPring  difappear’d. 

As  the  fam’d  Wight  the  Omen  did  regret, 

A* 

Squirt  brought  the  News  the  Company  was  met. 


Nigh  where  FketTDitch  defcends  in  fabie  Streams, 
To  wafli  his  footy  Naiads  in  the  Thames  • 

There  ftands  a  #  Structure  on  a  rifing  Hill* 

Where  Tyro* s  take  their  Freedom  out  to  kill. 

Some  Piftures  in  tbefe  dreadful  Shambles  tell, 

How,  by  the  TTelian  God,  the  Pithon  fell  5 

*  A  pot  he  caries  Hath 
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And  how  Medea  did  the  ‘Philter  brew, 

That  cou'd  in  e^ALJon' s  Veins  young  f  orce  renew. 
In  healing  Tears  how  Mjrrha  mourn'd  her  Fall, 
And  what  befel  the  beauteous  Criminal. 

How  Mentha  and  Althea ,  Nymphs  no  more, 
Revive  in  facred  Plants,  and  Health  reftore. 

How  fanguine  Swains  their  am’rous  Hours  repent. 
When  Pleafure’s  paft,  and  Pains  are  permanent  j 
And  how  frail  Nymphs,  oft  by  Abortion,  aim 
To  lofe  a  Subfiance,  to  preferve  a  Name. 

Soon  as  each  Member  in  his  Rank  was  plac’d, 

/?»  /7/s*/J!  A&nnf  r 

Th’ Aifembly  Diafenm  thus  addrefs'd. 

My  kind  Confed  rates,  if  my  poop  Intent, 

As  ’tis  fincere,  had  been  but  prevalent. 

We  here  had  met  on  fome  ferene  Defign, 

And  on  no  other  Busnefs  but  to  Dine ; 

J 
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The  Facuitv  had  dill  maintain'd  their  Sway, 

And  Infired  then  had  taught  us  to  obey  5 
This  only  Emulation  we  had  known* 

Who  bed  cou’d  fill  his  Purfe,  and  thin  the  Town. 
But  now  from  gath’ring  Clouds  Dedrudion  pours, 
Which  threatens  with  mad  Rage  our  Halcyon  Hours: 
Mills  from  black  Jcaloufies  the  Temped  form, 
Whilfl  late  Divifions  reinforce  the  Storm. 

Know,  when  thefe  Feuds,  like  thofe  at  Law,  are  pad. 
The  Winners  will  be  Lofers  at  the  lad. 

Like  Heroes  in  Sea-Fights  we  feek  Renown, 

To  fire  fame  Hodile  Ship,  we  burn  our  own. 

Who-e’er  throws  Dud  againd  the  Wind,  defcries 
He  throws  it,  in  effed,  but  in  his  Eyes. 

That  Juggl  er  which  another's  Slight  will  fhow, 

But  teaches  how  the  World  his  own  may  know. 


Thrice 
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Thrice  happy  were  thofe  golden  Days  of  old. 
When  dear  as  Burgundy ,  Ttifans  were  fold  5 
When  Patients  chofe  to  die  with  better  Will, 

Than  live  to  pay  th’ Apothecary's  Bill. 

And  cheaper  than  for  our  Affiftance  call. 

Might  go  to  Aix  or  Bourbon ,  Spring  and  Fall. 

Then  Priefts  increas’d,  and  Piety  decay’d, 
Churchmen  the  Church’s  Purity  betray’d  $  ( 

Their  Lives  and  Doftrine,  Slaves  and  Atheifts  made  A 
The  Laws  were  but  the  hireling  Judge’s  Senfe 
Juries  were  fway’d  by  venal  Evidence. 

F ools  were  promoted  to  the  Council-Board, 

T  ools  to  the  Bench,  and  Bullies  to  the  Sword. 
Penfions  in  private  were  the  Senate’s  Aim  $ 

And  Patriots  for  a  Place  abandon’d  Fame. 
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But  now  no  influencing  Art  remains, 

wfirt  r 

For  S - rs  has  the  Seal,  and  Naffau  reigns. 

And  we,  in  fpight  of  our  Refolves,  muft  bow. 
And  fuffer  by  a  Reformation  too. 

For  now  late  jars  our  Practices  detect, 

And  Mines,  when  once  difcover’d,  lofe  Effect. 
Diffentions,  like  fmall  Streams,  are  fir  ft  begun, 
Scarce  feen  they  rife,  but  gather  as  they  run: 
So  Lines  that  from  their  Parallel  decline, 

More  they  advance,  the  more  they  ftill  dif-join. 


»Tis  therefore  my  Advice,  in  hafte  we  fend, 
And  beg  the  Faculty  to  be  our  Friend. 


In  vain  we  but  contend,  that  radiant  Pow  r 
Thofe  Vapours  can  difperfe  It  rais’d  before. 


As  he  revolving  flood  to  fpeak  the  reft, 
Rough  Colocynthis  thus  his  Rage  expreft. 
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Thou  Scandal  of  the  mighty  Plan’s  Art* 

At  thy  Approach,  the  Springs  of  Nature  ftart, 

The  Nerves  unbrace:  Nay,  at  the  Sight  of  thee, 

A  Scratch  turns  Cancer,  Itch  a  Leprofie. 
i'Cou’dft  thou  propofe.  That  we,  the  Friends  o*  Fates, 
Who  fill  Church-yards ,  and  who  unpeople  States, 
Who  baffle  Nature,  and  difpofe  of  Lives, 

Whilft  Rujfel^  as  we  pleafe,  or  ftarves,  or  thrives, 
Shou’d  e’er  fubmit  to  their  Imperious  Will, 

Who  out  o’Confultation  fcarce  can  kill? 

The  tow  ring  Alps  fhall  fooner  fink  to  Vales, 

And  Leaches ,  in  our  Glaffes,  fwell  to  Whales  s 
Or  Norwich  trade  in  Implements  of  Steel, 

And  Bromingham  in  Stuffs  and  Druggets  deal: 

The  Sick  to  tlf  Hundreds  fooner  fhall  repair. 

And  change  the  Gravel- Pits  for  Kentifh  Air. 


Our 
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Our  Properties  muft  on  our  Arras  depend  5 
’Tis  next  to  Conquer*  bravely  to  Defend. 
Tis  to  the  Vulgar,  Death  too  harfh  appears; 
The  Ill  we  feel  is  only  in  our  Fears. 


To  Die*  is  Landing  on  fome  filent  Shoar, 

Where  Billows  never  break,  nor  Tempefts  roar: 

E’er  well  we  feel  the  friendly  Stroke*  'tis  o  er. 

The  Wife  thro3  Thought  thTnfults  of  Death  defy; 
The  Fools,  thro5  blefsd  Infenfibility. 

Ths  what  the  Guilty  fear,  the  Pious  crave; 

Sought  by  the  Wretch,  and  vanquifh’d  by  the  Brave. 
It  eafes  Lovers,  fets  the  Captive  free; 

And,  tho3  a  Tyrant,  offers  Liberty. 

Sound  but  to  Arms,  the  Foe  fball  foon  confefs 
Our  Force  encreafes,  as  our  Funds  grow  lefs; 
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And  what  requir’d  fuch  Induftry  to  raife, 

We’ll  fcatter  into  nothing  as  we  pleafe. 

Thus  they’ll  acknowledge,  to  Annihilate 
Shews  no  lefs  wond’rous  Pow’r  than  to  Create. 

We’ll  raife  our  num’rous  Cohorts,  and  oppofe 
The  feeble  Forces  of  our  pigmy  Foes  ; 

Whole  Troops  of  Quacks  (hall  join  us  on  the  Place, 
From  Great  Kirleus  down  to  Tiottor  Cafe. 

Tho’  fuch  vile  Rubbilh  fink,  yet  we  lhall  rife; 
THrettors  ftill  fecure  the  greatefl  Prize. 
iSuch  poor  Supports  ferve  only  like  a  Stay ; 

The  Tree  once  fix’d,  its  Reft  is  torn  away. 

So  Patriots,  in  the  time  of  Peace  and  Eafe 
Forget  the  Fury  of  the  late  Difeafe  : 

Umaginary  Dangers  they  create, 

And  loath  th ‘Elixir  which  preferv’d  the  State. 


Arm 
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Arm  therefore,  gallant  Friends,  ’tis  Honour’s  Call, 
Or  let  us  boldly  Fight,  or  bravely  Fall. 

To  this  the  Seffion  feem’d  to  give  Confent, 

Much  lik’d  the  War,  but  dreaded  much  th*  Event. 
At  length,  the  growing  Diffrence  to  compofe, 

Two  Brothers,  nam'd  Afcarides ,  arofe. 

Both  had  the  Volubility  of  Tongue, 

In  Meaning  faint,  but  in  Opinion  ftrong. 

To  fpeak  they  both  affirm’d  a  like  Pretence, 

The  Elder  gain'd  his  juft  Pre-eminence  * 

Thus  he :  ’Tis  true,  when  Privilege  and  Right 
Are  once  invaded,  Honour  bids  us  £  ight. 

But  e’er  we  once  engage  in  Honour’s  Caufe, 

Fir  ft  know  what  Honour  is,  and  whence  it  was. 


Scorn1' 
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Scorn’d  by  the  Bafe,  ftis  courted  by  the  Brave* 
The  Heroes  Tyrant,  and  the  Coward’s  Slave. 
Born  in  the  noifie  Camp,  it  lives  on  Air  3 
And  both  exifts  by  Hope  and  by  Dcfpair. 

Angry  when  eer  a  Moment’s  Eafe  we  gain* 

And  reconcil'd -at  our  Returns  of  Pain. 

It  lives,  when  in  Death’s  Arms  the  Heroe  lies. 

But  when  his  Safety  he  confults,  it  dies. 

Bigotted  to  this  Idol,  we  difclaim 

Reft,  Health,  and  Eale,  for  nothing  but  a  Name. 

Then  let  us,  to  the  Field  before  we  move* 
Know,  if  the  Gods  our  Enterprize  approve. 
Suppofe  th’ unthinking  Faculty  unvail 
What  we,  thro’  wifer  Conduft,  wou’d  conceal^ 

Is  t  Reafon  we  thou’d  quarrel  with  the  Glafs 
That  thews  the  monftrous  Features  of  our  Face? 
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Or  grant  fome  grave  Pretenders  have  of  late 
Thought  fit  an  Innovation  to  create; 

Soon  they’ll  repent 5  what  rafhly  they  begun; 
Tho’  Projects  pleafe,  Projectors  are  undone. 

All  Novelties  mult  this  Succefs  exped. 

When  good,  our  Envy;  and  when  bad.  Neglect: 

If  Reafon  cou’d  dired,  e'er  now  each  Gate 
Had  born  fome  Trophy  of  Triumphal  State. 
Temples  had  told  how  Greece  and  Belgia,  owe 
Troy  and  Namur  to  Jove  and  to  Najfau. 

Then  fince  no  V eneration  is  allow’d, 

Or  to  the  real,  or  th’  appearing  Good ; 

The  Project  that  we  vainly  apprehend. 

Mult,  as  it  blindly  rofe,  as  vilely  end. 

Some  Members  of  the  Faculty  there  are. 

Who  Int’reft  prudently  to  Oaths  prefer. 


Our 
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Our  Friendfhip  with  a  ferviie  Air  they  court. 

And  their  Clandeftine  Arts  are  our  Support. 

Them  we’ll  confult  about  this  Enterprize, 

And  boldly  Execute  what  thev  Advife. 

But  from  below  (while  fuch  Refolves  they  took) 
Some  Auruth  Fulminans  the  *  Fabrick  Ihook. 

The  Champions,  daunted  at  the  Crack,  retreat, 
Regard  their  Safety,  and  their  Rage  forget. 


So  when  at  Bathos  all  the  Giants  ft  rove 
T’  invade  the  Skies,  and  wage  a  War  with  Jove^ 
Soon  as  the  Afs  of  old  Silenus  bray'd. 

The  trembling  Rebels  in  Confufion  fled. 

*  The  Room  the  Apothecaries  meet  in,  is  over  the  Laboratory. 
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[pair  5 

Where  wand’ring  Punks  each  N ight  at F ive  re- 
Where  Purple  Emperors  in  Buskins  tread. 

And  rule  imaginary  Worlds  for  Bread  3 
Where  Bently ,  by  Old  Writers,  wealthy  grew, 

And  Brifcoe  lately  was  undone  by  New : 

There  triumphs  a  ‘Phyjfcian  of  Renown, 

To  none,  but  fuch  as  rufl  in  Health,  unknown* 
None  e  er  was  plac'd  more  fitly  to  impart 
His  known  Experience,  and  his  healing  Art. 

E  2 
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When  Bur — — -/>  deafens  all  the  liffning  Prefs 
With  Peals  of  moft  Seraphick  Emptinefs^ 

Or  when  Myfterious  F?-—-n  mounts  on  high, 

To  preach  his  Parifh  to  a  Lethargy: 

This  c /Efculapius  waits  hard  by,  to  eafe 
The  Martyrs  of  fuch  Chrifiian  Cruelties. 

Long  has  this  happy  Quarter  of  the  Town, 
For  Lewdnefs,  Wit,  and  Gallantry  been  known. 

< 

All  Sorts  meet  here,  of  whatfoe  er  Degree, 

To  blend  and  juftle  into  Harmony. 

The  Criticks  each  adventurous  Author  fcan. 

And  praife  or  cenfure  as  They  like  the  Man. 
The  Politicians  of  Tarnajjus  prate, 

And  Poets  canvafs  the  Affairs  of  State 5 
The  Cits  ne’er  talk  of  Trade  and  Stock,  but  tell 
How  Virgil  writ,  how  bravely  Turnus  fell. 
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The  Country-Dames  drive  to  Hippolito's, 

Firft  find  a  Spark,  and  after  lofe  a  Nofe. 

The  Lawyer  for  Lac’d  Coat  the  Robe  does  quit 
He  grows  a  Mad- man,  and  then  turns  a  Wit. 
And  in  the  Cloifler  penfive  Strephon  waits, 
’Till  Chloe’s  Hackney  comes,  and  then  retreats  5 
And  if  th’ ungenerous  Nymph  a  Shaft  lets  fly 
Mor^  fatally  than  from  a  fparkling  Eye, 
Mirmillo ,  that  fam'd  Opifer ,  is  nigh. 

Apothecaries  thither  throng  to  Dine, 

And  want  of  Elbow-room’s  fupply'd  in  Wine. 
Cloy'd  with  Variety,  they  furfeit  there, 

WhiHl  the  wan  Patients  on  thin  Gruei  fare. 
Twas  here  the  Champions  of  the  Party  met. 

Of  their  Heroick  Enterprize  to  treat. 

Each  Heroe  a  tremendous  Air  put  on, 

And  flern  Mirmillo  in  thefe  Words  begun : 

E? 
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Tis  with  Concern,  my  Friends,  I  meet  you  here 5 

No  Grievance  you  can  know,  But  I  mult  fnare. 

’Tis  plain,  my  Int’reft  you’ve  advanc’d  fo  long, 

Each  Fee,  tho’  1  was  mute,  wou’d  find  a  longue. 

And  in  return,  tho’  I  have  ftrove  to  rend 

Thofe  Statutes,  which  on  Oath  I  Ihould  defend  ^ 

Such  Arts  are  Trifles  to  a  gen’rous  Mind, 

Great  Services,  as  great  Returns  Ihou'd  find. 

And  you’ll  perceive,  this  Hand,  when  Glory  calls, 

Can  brandifn  Arms  as  well  as  Urinals. 

« 

Oxford  and  all  her  palling  Bells  can  tel!. 

By  this  Right  Arm,  what  mighty  Numbers  fell. 
Whilft  others  meanly  ask’d  whole  Months  to  flay, 

I  oft  difpatch’d  the  Patient  in  a  Day : 

With  Pen  in  Hand  I  pulh’d  to  that  degree, 

I  fcarce  had  left  a  Wretch  to  give  a  Fee. 
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Some  fell  by  Laudanum ,  and  fome  by  Steel, 

And  Death  in  Ambufh  lay  in  ev  ry  Pill. 

'  For  fave  or  flay,  this  Privilege  we  claim, 

1  ho  Credit  fullers,  the  Reward’s  the  fame. 

What  tho’  the  Art  of  Healing  we  pretend, 

He  that  defigns  it  Ieaft,  is  moft  a  Friend. 

Into  the  Right  we  err,  and  mull  confefs 
To  Overfights  we  often  owe  Succefs. 

Thus  Beffus  got  the  Battel  in  the  Tlay , 

His  glorious  Cowardife  reftor’d  the  Day. 

So  the  fam’d  Grecian  Piece  ow’d  its  Defert 
To  Chance,  and  not  the  labour’d  Stroaks  of  Art  , 

Phyficians,  if  they’re  wife,  fhould  never  think 
Of  any  other  Arms  than  Pen  and  Ink : 

But  th’  Enemy,  at  their  Expence,  fliall  find. 
When  Honour  calls,  I'll  fcorn  to  Ray  behind. 

E  4 
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He  faidr  and  feaPd  th5  Engagement  with  a  Kife 
Which  was  return’d  by  Younger  Askar  is  3 
Who  thus  advanc’d:  Each  Word*  Sir,  you  impart* 
Has  fomething  killing  in  it,  like  your  Art. 

How  much  we  to  your  boundlefs  Friendship  owe, 
Our  Files  can  (peak,  and  your  Prefcriptions  fhow. 
Your  Ink  defcends  in  fuch  exceffive  Show  rs, 

5Tis  plain,  you  can  regard  no  Health  but  ours. 
Whilft  poor  Pretenders  trifle  o  er  a  Cafe, 

You  but  appear,  and  give  the  Coup  de  Grace. 

O  that  near  Xanthus  Banks  you  had  but  dwelt. 
When  Ilium  firfl:  A ch atari  Fury  felt, 

The  Flood  had  curs’d  young  Helens’  Arm  in  vain. 
For  troubling  his  choak’d  Streams  with  Heaps  of  flain. 
No  Trophies  you  had  left  for  Greeks  to  raife, 

Their  Ten  Years  Toil,  you’d  finiflfd  in  Ten  Days. 
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Fate  (miles  on  your  Attempts,  and  when  you  lift, 
In  vain  the  Cowards  fly,  or  Brave  refift. 

Then  let  us  Arm,  we  need  not  fear  Succefs5 
No  Labours  are  too  heard  for  Hercules . 


Our  military  Enfigns  well  difplay  ^ 


Conqueft  purfues,  where  Courage  leads  the  Way. 


To  this  Defign  flirill  Querpo  did  agree, 

A  ftubborn  Member  of  the  Faculty  5 
His  Sire’s  pretended  pious  Steps  he  treads, 

And  where  the  Doftor  fails,  the  Saint  fucceeds. 

A  Conventicle  flefh’d  his  greener  Years, 

And  his  full  Age  th’ envenom’d  Rancour  fhares. 
Thus  Boys  hatch  Game-Eggs  under  Birds  o’ Prey, 
To  make  the  Fowl  more  furious  for  the  Fray. 

'  ? 

Good  Cams  next  difeover’d  his  Intent, 

With  much  ado  explaining  what  he  meant. 
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His  Spirits  ftagnate  like  Cocitus’  Flood, 

And  nought  but  Calentures  can  warm  his  Blood. 
In  his  chill  Veins  the  lluggilh  Puddle  flows, 

And  loads  with  lazy  Fogs  his  fable  Brows. 
Legions  of  Lunaticks  about  him  prefs, 

His  Province  is  loft  Reafon  to  redrefs. 

So  when  Perfumes  their  fragrant  Scent  give  ore. 
Nought  can  their  Odour,  like  a  Jakes,  reftore. 
When  for  Advice  the  Vulgar  throng,  hes  found 
With  lumber  cf  vile  Books  befieg’d  around. 

The  gazing  Fry  acknowledge  their  Surprize, 
Confulting  lefs  their  Reafon  than  their  Eyes. 
Well  he  perceives  it  Hands  in  greater  ftead. 

To  furnifh  out  his  Clafles,  than  his  Head. 

Thus  a  weak  State,  by  wife  Diftruft  enclines 
To  mim’rous  Stores,  and  Strength  in  Magazines. 
So  Fools  are  always  moft  profufe  of  Words, 

And  Cowards  never  fail  of  longeft  Swords. 

i 
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Abandon’d  Authors  here  a  Refuge  meet, 

And  from  the  World,  to  Dull  and  Worms  retreat. 
Here  Dregs  and  Sediment  of  Au&ions  reign, 

Refufe  of  Fairs,  and  Gleanings  of  "Duck-Lane . 

And  up  thefe  Shelves  much  Got  hick  Lumber  climbs. 
With  Swifs  Philofophy,  and  Runick  Rhimes, 
Hither,  retriev’d  from  Cooks  and  Grocers ,  come 

M - -Works  entire,  and  endlefs  Reams  of  Bl—m. 

Where  would  the  long-negleded  C—s  fly. 

If  bounteous  Cams  fliou’d  refufe  to  buy? 

But  each  vile  Scribler’s  happy  on  this  fcore. 

Hell  find  feme  Cams  ftill  to  read  him  o’re. 

Nor  muft  we  the  obfequious  Umbra  fpare5 
Who,  foft  by  Nature,  yet  declar’d  for  War. 

But  when  fome  Rival  Pow  r  invades  a  Right, 

Flies  fet  on  Flies,  and  Turtles  Turtles  fight. 
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Elfe  courteous  U umbra  to  the  laft  had  been 
Demurely  meek,  infipidly  ferene. 

With  Him,  the  Prefent  ftill  fome  Virtues  have, 
The  Vain  are  fprightly>  and  the  Stupid,  grave: 
The  Slothful,  negligent;  the  Foppilh,  neat; 
The  Lewd  are  airy;  and  the  Sly,  difcreet. 

A  Wren  an  Eagle,  a  Baboon  a  Beau ; 

L—t  a  LycurguSj  and  a  T hoc ion ,  R——e. 

Heroick  Ardour  now  th’  Affembly  warms, 
Each  Combatant  breaths  nothing  but  Alarms. 
For  Future  Clorv,  while  the  Scheme  is  laid. 
Fam’d  Horofcoge  thus  offers  to  di/Tuade^ 

Since  of  each  Enterprife  th’ Event  s  unknown. 

Well  quit  the  Sword*  and  harken  to  the  Gown. 

.  Ss  s/ro.y/ejisjl 

Nigh  lives  Vagellim^  one  reputed  long 

For  Strength  of  Lungs,  and  Pliancy  of  Tongue. 
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At  pleafure  he  can  mould  the  paflive  Caufe^ 

1  he  Worft  has  Merits,  and  the  Beft  has  Flaws. 

Five  Guinea’s  make  a  Criminal  to  Day, 

And  Ten  to  Morrow  wipe  the  Stain  away. 
Whatever  he  affirms  is  undeny’d, 

Milo's  the  Lecher,  Ciodius  th3  Homicide. 

Cato  pernicious,  Cataline  a  Saint, 

////  e&f/t 

Or - d  fufpefted,  TO— — b  innocent. 

Let’s  then  to  Law,  for  ’tis  by  Fate  decreed, 
Vagellius ,  and  our  Mony,  ffiall  fucceed. 

Know,  when  I  firft  invok’d  TOifeafe  by  Charms 
To  prove  propitious  to  our  future  Arms  3 
Ill  Omens  did  the  Sacrifice  attend, 

Nor  wou’d  the  Sybil  from  her  Grott  afcend. 

/ 

As  Horofcope  urg’d  farther  to  be  heard. 

He  thus  was  interrupted  by  a  Bard i 
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In  vain  your  Magick  Myfteries  you  ufe, 

Such  Sounds  the  Sybil's  facred  Ears  abufe. 

Thefe  Lines  the  pale  Divinity  fhall  raife, 

Such  is  the  Powf  of  Sound,  and  Force  of  Lays. 

(clafh. 

Arms  meet  with  Arms 5  F auctions  with  F auctions 
And  /parks  of  Fire  Jiruck  out  from  Armour  flajh. 
Thick  Clouds  of  TDufl  contending  Warriors  raife ^ 
And  hideous  War  o'er  all  the  Region  brays . 

Some  raging  ran  with  huge  Herculean  Clubs , 

Some  maffy  Balls  of  Brafs ,  feme  mighty  Tubs 
Of  Cynders  bore. - — 

Naked  and  half  burnt  Hills  with  hideous  Wreck 
Affright  the  Skies 3  and  fry  the  Oceans  Back . 


As  he  went  rumbling  on,  the  Fury  ftrait 
Crawl’d  in,  her  Limbs  cou’d  fcarce  fupport  her  Weight. 
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A  noifom  Rag  her  penfive  Temples  bound, 

And  faintly  her  parch’d  Lips  thefe  Accents  found. 


Mortal,  how  darft  thou  with  fuch  Lines  add 
My  awful  Seat,  and  trouble  my  Recefs? 

In  Ejfex  Marfhy  Hundreds  is  a  Cell, 

5s,  and  drilling  Vapours  dwell: 
Thither  raw  Damps  on  drooping  Wings  repair* 
And  fhiv  ring  Quartans  fhake  the  fickly  Air. 

1  here,  when  fatigu  d,  fome  lilerit  Hours  I  pals* 
And  fubftitute  Phyfkians  in  my  place. 

Then  dare  not,  for  the  future,  once  rehearfe 
The  Diifonance  of  fuch  unequal  Verfe. 

But  m  your  Lines  let  Energy  be  found. 

And  learn  to  rife  in  Senfe,  and  fink  in  Sound. 
Hardi  Words,  tho1  pertinent,  uncouth  appear. 
None  pleafe  the  Fancy,  who  offend  the  Ear. 


In 
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In  Senfc  and  Numbers  if  you  wou’d  excel, 

Read  IV - ‘  cdnfider  D  den  well. 

In  one,  what  vig’rous  Turns  of  Fancy  fhine, 

In  th’ other,  Syrens  warble  in  each  Line. 

If  T> - -fefs  fprightly  Mufe  but  touch  the  Lyre. 

The  Smiles  and  Graces  melt  in  foft  Defire, 

And  little  Loves  confefs  their  am’rous  Fire. 

The  gentle  Ifis  claims  the  Ivy  Crown, 

/  r 

To  bind  tli5  immortal  Brows  of  A — —fon. 

As  tuneful  C^—greve  tries  his  rural  Strains, 

Tan  quits  the  Woods,  the  lift  ning  F awns  the  Plains  ^ 
And  Thilomel ,  in  Notes  like  his,  complains. 

And  Britain. >  fince  Taufanias  was  writ. 

Knows  Spartan  Virtue,  and  Athenian  Wit. 

When  St— —  paints  the  Godlike  Acts  of  King?; 
Or,  what  Apollo  didates,  T— —  fings : 

The  Banks  of  Rhine  a  pleas’d  Attention  fhow. 
And  Silver  Sequana  forgets  to  flow. 


\ 
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Slide  without  falling,  without  {training  fore. 

Oft  tho’  your  Stroaks  furprize,  you  fhou’d  not  chufe 
A  Theme  fo  mighty  for  a  Virgin  Mufe. 

Long  did  Apelles  his  Fam’d  Piece  decline. 

His  Alexander  was  his  laft  Defign. 

’Tis  M - gue' s  rich  Vein  alone  mult  prove. 

None  but  a  "Phidias  ftiou’d  attempt  a  Jove. 

The  Fury  paus’d,  'till  with  a  frightful  Sound 
A  riling  Whirlwind  burft  th’ unhallow’d  Ground. 

Then  the - -  The  Deity  we  Fortune  call, 

Tho’  diftant,  rules  and  influences  all. 

Strait  for  her  Favour  to  her  Court  repair. 

Important  Embaffies  claim  Wings  of  Air. 

t 
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Each  wond’ring  flood,  but  Horofcope’ s  great  Soul 
That  Dangers  ne’er  alarm,  nor  Doubts  control ; 
Rais’d  on  the  Pinions  of  the  bounding  Wind, 
Out-flew  the  Rack,  and  left  the  Hours  behind. 

The  Ev’ning  now  with  Blufhes  warms  the  Air, 
The  Steer  refigns  the  'Poke,  the  Hind  his  Care. 
The  Clouds  aloft  with  golden  Edgings  glow, 

And  falling  Dews  refrefh  the  Flow  rs  below. 

The  Bat  with  footy  Wings  flits  thro1  the  Grove,  . 
The  Reeds  fcarce  ruftle,  nor  the  Afpine  move, 
And  all  the  feather’d  F oiks  forbear  their  Lay  s  of  love. 
Thro’  the  tranfparent  Region  of  the  Skies, 

Swift  as  a  Wilh  the  Miflionary  flies. 

With  Wonder  he  furveys  the  upper  Air, 

And  the  gay  gilded  Meteors  fporting  there. 


How 
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How  lambent  Jellies  kind’ling  in  the  Night, 

Shoot  thro1  the  c /Ether  in  a  Trail  of  Light, 

How  riling  Steams  in  th'  azure  Fluid  blench 
Or  fleet  in  Clouds,  or  in  foflt  Show’rs  defcend  3 
Or  if  the  ftubborn  Rage  of  Cold  prevail. 

In  Flakes  they  fly,  or  fall  in  moulded  Hail. 

How  Hony  Dews  embalm  the  fragrant  Morn, 

And  the  fair  Oak  with  lufcious  Sweats  adorn. 

How  Heat  and  Moifture  mingle  in  a  Mafs, 

Or  belch  in  Thunder,  or  in  Lightning  blaze. 

Why  nimble  Corufcations  ftnke  the  Eye, 

And  bold  Tornado's  blufter  in  the  Sky. 

Why  a  prolifick  Aura  upwards  tends. 

Ferments,  and  in  a  living  ShowT  defcends. 

How  Vapours  hanging  on  the  tow’ring  Hills 
In  Breezes  figh,  or  weep  in  warbling  Rills 
Whence  Infant  Winds  their  tender  Pinions  try, 

And  River  Gods  their  thirfty  Urns  fupply. 
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The  wond  ring  Sage  purfues  his  airy  Flight, 

And  braves  the  chill  unwholfom  Damps  of  Nighty 
He  views  the  I  rafts  where  Luminaries  rove, 

To  fettle  Seafons  here,  and  Fates  above. 

The  bleak  Ar£turus  {till  forbid  the  Seas, 

The  ftormy  Kidds ,  the  weeping  Hyades : 

The  fhining  *  Lyre  with  Strains  attrafting  more 
Heavn’s  glitt ’ring  Manfions  now,  than  Hell’s  before* 
Glad  Caffiopeia  circling  in  the  Sky, 

And  each  bright  Churchill  of  the  Galaxy* 

Aurora  on  Etejian  Breezes  born, 

With  blufhing  Lips  breaths  out  the  fprightly  Morn* 
Each  Flow’r  in  Dew  their  fhort-liv  d  Empire  weeps, 
And  Cynthia  with  her  lov’d  Endymion  lleeps. 

As  thro1  the  Gloom  the  Magus  cuts  his  Way, 
Imperfeft  Objefts  tell  the  doubtful  Day. 

*  Orpheus’*  Harp  mads  a  ConJieUation.  Dim 
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Dim  he  difcerns  Majeftick  Atlas  rife, 

/  A 

Atid  bend  beneath  the  Burthen  of  the  Skies. 

His  tow  ring  Brows  aloft  no  Tempefts  know, 

Whilft  Light’ning  flies,  and  Thunder  rolls  below. 

Diflant  from  hence,  beyond  a  Wafte  of  Plains, 
Proud  Teneriff  his  Giant  Brother  reigns 5 

With  breathing  Fire  his  pitchy  Nodrils  glow, 

As  from  his  Sides  he  ftsakes  the  fleecy  Snow. 

Around  their  hoary  Prince,  from  wat’ry  Beds, 

His  Subjed  Iflands  raife  their  verdant  Heads; 

The  Waves  fo  gently  walh  each  riling  Hill 
The  Land  feems  floating,  and  the  Ocean  dill. 

Eternal  Spring  with  fmiling  Verdure  here 
Warms  the  mild  Air,  and  crowns  the  youthful  Year. 
i  rom  Cryftal  Rocks  tranfparent  Riv’lets  flow, 

The  Rofe  dill  blulhes,  and  the  Vi’lets  blow. 
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The  Vine  undrefs’d  her  fwelling  Clufters  bears. 

The  lab’ring  Hind  the  mellow  Olive  cheers  $ 

Bloffoms  and  Fruit  at  once  the  Citron  fhows, 

And  as  flie  pays,  difeovers  {till  file  owes. 

And  the  glad  Orange  courts  the  am’rous  Maid 
With  golden  Apple's,  and  a  filken  Shade. 

No  Blafts  e’er  difeompofe  the  peaceful  Sky, 

The  Springs  but  murmur,  and  the  Winds  but  figh. 
The  tuneful  Swans  on  gliding  Rivers  float, 

And  warbling  Dirges,  die  on  ev’ry  Note. 

Where  Flora  treads  her  Zephyr  Garlands  flings, 
Shaking  rich  Odours  from  his  Purple  Wings ; 

And  Birds  from  Woodbine  Bow’rs  and  Jefmin  Groves 
Chaunt  their  glad  Nuptials,  and  unenvy  a  Lores. 
Mild  Seatons,  rifing  Hills,  and  fiient  Dales,  j 
Cool  Grotto’s,  Silver  Brooks,  and  Howry  Vales,  V 
In  this  blefs’d  Climate  ail  the  circling  Year  prevails.  J 
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Thefe  happy  Hies,  where  endJefs  Pleafures  wait, 
Are  {til’d,  by  tuneful  Bards  —  The  Fortunate . 
On  high,  where  no  hoarfe  Winds  nor  Clouds  refort, 
The  hoodwink’d  Goddefs  keeps  her  partial  Court, 

U pon  a  Wheel  of  Amethyfl  (lie  fits. 

Gives  and  refumes,  and  fmiles  and  frowns  by  fits. 

In  this  {till  Labyrinth,  around  her  lye 

Spells,  Philters,  Globes,  and  Schemes  of  Palmiftry : 

A  Sigil  in  this  Hand  the  Gyp  fie  bears. 

In  th5  other  a  prophetick  Sive  and  Sheers, 

The  Dame  by  Divination,  knew  that  foon 
The  Magus  wou’d  appear— — * and  then  begun 
Hail,  facred  Seer!  thy  Embaflie  I  know, 

Wars  muft  enfue,  the  Fates  will  have  it  fo. 

Dread  Feats  {hall  follow,  and  Difafters  great, 

Pills  charge  on  Pills,  and  Bolus  Bolus  meet: 
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Both  Sides  fliall  conquer,  and  yet  Both  fhall  fall  ; 
The  Mortar  now,  and  then  the  Urinal. 

To  Thee  alone  ray  Influence  1  owe; 

Where  Nature  has  deny’d,  my  Favours  flow. 

Tis  I  that  give  (fo  mighty  is  my  Pow’r) 

Faith  to  the  Jew,  Complexion  to  the  Moor. 

I  am  the  Wretch’s  Wilh,  the  Rook  s  Pretence, 
The  Sluggard’s  Eafe,  the  Coxcomb’s  Providence. 
Sir  Scrape-Quill,  once  a  fupple  fmiling  Slave, 
Looks  lofty  now,  and  infolently  Grave; 

Builds,  Settles,  Purchafes,  and  has  each  Hour 
Caps  from  the  Rich,  and  Curfes  from  the  Poor. 
Spadillio,  that  at  Table  ferv’d  o’late, 

Drinks  rich  Tockay  himfelf,  and  eats  in  Plate; 
Has  LeveeSi  Villus,  Miftrelfes  in  ftore, 

%And  owns  the  Racers  which  he  rubb  d  before. 


Souls 
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Souls  heav'nly  born  my  faithlefs  Boons  defy  5 
The  Brave  is  to  himfelf  a  Deity. 

Tho3  blefs’d  AJlreds  gone,  fome  Soil  remains 
Where  Fortune  is  the  Slave,  and  Merit  reigns. 

The  Tyber  boafts  his  Julian  Progeny, 
Thames  his  Najfau ,  the  Nyle  his  Ttolomy . 
Iberia ,  yet  for  future  Sway  defigtfd. 

Shall,  for  a  Hefs ,  a  greater  Mordaunt  find. 
Thus  Ariadne  in  proud  Triumph  rode, 

She  loft  a  *  Heroe,  and  file  found  a  f  God. 

*  Thefeus,  f  Bacchus, 
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WHen  the  ftill  Night,  with  peaceful  Poppies 

Had  fpread  her  Ihady  Pinions  o’er  the  Ground  5 

And  dumb  ring  Chiefs  ol  painted  Triumphs  dream, 

While  Groves  and  Streams  are  the  foft  Virgin’s  Theme. 

The  Surges  gently  dalh  againft  the  Shear, 

Flocks  quit  the  Plains,  and  Gally-Slaves  the  Oar. 

Sleep  lhakes  its  downy  Wings  o’er  mortal  Eyes 
C'yhrttl  7  ’ 

Mirmillo  is  the  only  Wretch  it  flies. 

No  Refpite  he  can  find  from  anxious  Grief; 

Then  feeks,  from  this  Soliloquy,  Relief. 


Long 
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Long  have  I  reign'd  unrival’d  in  the  Town, 
Cumber'd  with  Fees,  and  glutted  with  Renown . 
None  e'er  cou  d  die  with  due  Solemnity, 

Unlefs  his  Pafs-port  firft  were  fign  d  by  Me. 

My  arbitrary  Bounty's  undeny 'd  3 
1  give  Reverfions,  and  for  Heirs  provide. 

None  coud  the  tedious  Nuptial  State  fupport^ 

But  I,  to  make  it  eafie,  make  it  Abort. 

I  fet  the  difcontented  Matrons  free, 

And  ranfom  Husbands  from  Captivity. 

Shall  One  of  fuch  Importance  now  engage 
In  noifie  Riot,  and  in  Civil  Rage  > 

No,  I'll  endeavour  ftrait  a  Peace,  and  fo 
Preferve  my  Charader,  and  Perfon  too. 

But  ‘ 'Difcord ,  that  ftill  haunts  with  hideous  Mien 

s  :■» 

Thofe  dire  Abodes  where  Hymen  once  has  been. 

O’er- 
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O’er-heard  Mirmillo' s  Anguilh,  then  begun 
In  fullen  Accents  to  exprefs  her  own. 

Have  I  fo  often  banifh’d  lazy  Feace 
From  her  dark  Solitude,  and  lov’d  Recefs? 

Have  I  made  <3  -----  -th  and  Sh- — —ck  difagree. 
And  puzzle  Truth  with  learn’d  Obfcurity? 

And  does  my  faithful  F—~fon  profefs 
His  Ardour  ftill  for  Animofities  ? 

Have  I,  Britannia's  Safety  to  infure, 

Expos’d  her  naked,  to  be  more  fecure? 

Have  I  made  Parties  oppofite,  unite, 

In  monftrous  Leagues  of  amicable  Spight 
To  curfe  their  Country,  whiift  the  common  Cry 
Is  Freedom ,  but  their  Aim,  the  Minijiry? 

And  lhall  a  Daftard’s  Cowardife  prevent 
The  War,  fo  long  IVe  labour’d  to  foment? 


No, 
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No,  tis  refolv’d,  he  either  fliall  comply. 

Or  I’ll  renounce  my  wan  Divinity. 

With  that*  the  Hag  approach’d  Mir  mi  Ho  s  Bed. 


"?>  f'S 


And  taking  uerpos  meager  Shape,  She  faid 
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At  dead  o’ Night  I  halten,  to  difpel 

Thofe  Tumults  in  your  penfive  Bofom  dwelL 

___  / 

I  dreamt  but  now  I  heard  your  heaving  Sighs, 
Nay,  faw  the  Tears  debating  in  your  Eyes. 

O  that  ’twere  but  a  Dream !  But  fure  I  find 
Storms  in  your  Looks,  and  Terror  in  your  Mind. 
Speak,  whence  it  is  this  late  Diforder  flows, 

That  (hakes  your  Soul,  and  troubles  your  Repofe. 
Miftakes  in  Practice  fcarce  cou’d  give  you  Pain, 
Too  well  you  know  the  Dead  will  ne’er  complain. 


What 
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What  Looks  difcover,  fa  id  the  Homicide, 

Wou’d  be  a  fruitJefs  Induftry  to  hide. 

My  Safety  firft  I  muft  confult,  and  then 
I'll  ferve  our  fuff’ring  Party  with  my  Pen. 

All  Ihou'd,  reply 'd  the  Hag,  their  Talent  learn  5 

The  moft  attempting  oft  the  leaf!  difcern. 

c'/d1'</oror/(4  jtfifa'ero 

Let  P - h  fpeak,  and  Jf—— -k  write, 

Soft  Aeon  court,  and  rough  C<ecinna  fights 
Such  muft  fucceed  ;  but  when  th’  Enervate  aim 
Beyond  their  Force,  they  ftiil  contend  for  Shame, 

Had  C - printed  nothing  of  his  own. 

He  had  not  been  the  S - -fold  o’  the  Town. 

Affes  and  Owls,  unfeen,  themfelves  betray. 

If  Thefe  attempt  to  Hoot,  or  Thofe  to  Bray. 

<97/0/ 

Had  TV- - never  aim’d  in  Verfe  to  pleafe. 

We  had  not  rank'd  him  with  our  Ogilbys. 
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Still  Cenfures  will  on  dull  Pretenders  fall, 
A  Codrus  fhou’d  expect  a  Juvenal. 

Ill  Lines,  but  like  ill  Paintings,  are  allow'd, 
To  fet  off,  and  to  recommend  the  good. 

So  ‘Diamonds  take  a  Luftre  from  their  Foyle 

,/y^n  Jr  '  ty,  yj 

And  to  a  B - ly  ’tis,  we  owe  a  B—le. 
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Confider  well  the  Talent  you  poffefs, 

To  drive  to  make  it  more  would  make  it  lefs  ^ 
And  recoiled  what  Gratitude  is  due, 

To  thofe  whofe  Party  you  abandon  now. 

To  them  you  owe  your  odd  Magnificence, 

But  to  your  Stars  your  Penury  of  Senfe. 

Hafpt  in  a  Tombril,  aukward  have  you  fhin’d 
With  one  fat  Slave  before,  and  none  behind. 
But  Thofe  that  can  exalt,  can  foon  difeard } 
And  fet  up  Cams,  or  the  City  Bard. 
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Alarm'd  at  this,  the  Heroe  Courage  took, 

And  Storms  of  Terror  threaten’d  in  his  Look, 

My  dread  Refolves,  he  cry ’d,  Ill  ftrait  purfue$ 

The  Fury  nodded,  and  in  Smiles  withdrew. 

In  boding  Dreams  Mirmillo  fpent  the  Night, 

And  frightful  Phantoms  danc'd  before  his  Sight. 

At  length  gay  Morn  fmiles  in  the  Eaftern  Sky, 

From  rifling  filent  Graves  the  Sextons  fly. 

The  riling  Mills  feud  o'er  the  dewy  Lawns, 

The  Chaunter  at  his  early  Matins  yawns. 

The  Vi" lets  ope  their  Buds,  CowJIips  their  Bells, 
And  Frogne  her  Complaint  of  Tereus  tells. 

As  bold  Mirmillo  the  gray  Dawn  deferies* 

Arm’d  Cap-a-pe ,  where  Honour  calls,  he  flies, 
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And  finds  the  Legions  planted  at  their  Poft^ 

Where  mighty  Querpo  charm'd  the  Eye  the  moft. 
His  Arms  were  made,  if  we  may  credit  Fame, 

By  Mulciber ,  the  Mayor  of  Bromingham. 

Of  temper  d  Stibium  the  bright  Shield  was  call. 

And  yet  the  Work  the  Metal  far  furpafs’d. 

A  Foliage  of  difTembfd  Senna  Leaves, 

Grav’d  round  the  Brim,  the  wond  ring  Sight  deceives, 
Emboft  upon  the  Field,  a  Battel  flood 

".'VV' 

Of  Leeches  fpouting  Hemorrhoidal  Blood. 

The  Artift  too  exprefs’d  the  folemn  State 
Of  grave  Thyjicians  at  a  Confult  met  j 
About  each  Symptom  how  they  difagree, 

But  how  unanimous  in  cafe  of  Fee. 

Whilft  one  Affaffm  his  learn’d  Collegue  tires 
With  quaint  Impertinence,  the  Sick  expires. 
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Beneath  th  is  Blazing  Orb  bright  Oucrfo  fhone, 
Himfelf  an  Atlas ,  and  his  Shield  a  Moon. 

A  Peftle  for  his  Truncheon  led  the  Van. 

And  his  high  Helmet  was  a  Clofe-llool  Pan. 

His  Creft  an  Ibis,  brandilhing  her  Beak, 

And  winding  in  loofe  Folds  her  fpiral  Neck. 

This,  when  the  Young  Querpoides  beheld. 

His  Face  in  Nurfe’s  Breaft  the  Boy  conceal'd  $ 

Then  peept,  and  with  th’efdulgent  Helm  wou’d  play. 
And  as  the  Monfter  gap’d  wou’d  fhrink  away. 

1  hus  fometimes  Joy  prevail’d,  and  fometimes  Fears 
And  Tears  and  Smiles  alternate  Paflions  were* 

As  Querpo  tow’ring  flood  in  Martial  Might, 
Pacifick  Cams  fparkPd  on  the  Right. 

An  *  Oran  Outang  o  er  his  Shoulders  hung, 

His  Plume  confefs’d  the  Capon  whence  it  fprung. 

f  This  Bird ,  according  to  tht  Ancients,  gives  it  felf  a  Clyjitr  with  its  Beak. 
*  The  Skin  of  a  differed  Baboon  call’d  fo. 
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His  motly  Mail  fcarce  cou’d  the  Heroe  bear, 
Haranguing  thus  the  Tribunes  of  the  War. 


Fam’d  Chiefs, 

For  prefent  Triumphs  born,  defign’d  for  more, 

Your  Virtue  I  admire,  your  Valour  more. 

If  Battei  be  refoiv’d,  you’ll  find  this  Hand 
Can  deal  out  Deftiny,  and  1  ate  command. 

Our  Foes  in  Throngs  (hall  hide  the  Crimfon  Plain, 
And  their  Apollo  interpofe  in  vain. 

Tho’  Gods  themfelves  engage,  a  Tfiamed 
With  eafe  cou’d  (how  a  Deity  can  bleed. 

But  War’s  rough  Trade  fhou’d  be  by  Fools  profeft, 
The  groffeft  Rubbilh  fills  a  Trench  the  belt. 

Let  Quinfies  throttle,  and  the  Quartan  (hake, 

Or  Droplies  drown,  and  Gout  and  Colicks  rack  $ 
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Let  Sword  and  Peftilence  lay  wafte,  whilft  we 
Wage  bloodlefs  Wars,  and  fight  in  Theory. 

Who  wants  not  Merit  needs  not  arm  for  Fame  3 
The  Dead  I  raife  my  Chivalry  proclaim. 

Difeafes  baffl’d,  and  loft  Health  reftor’d, 

In  Fame’s  bright  Lift  my  Victories  record. 

More  Lives  from  me  their  Prefervation  own. 

Than  Lovers  lofe  if  Fair  Cornelia  frown. 

Your  Cures,  thrill  guerpo  cry  cl,  aloud  you  tell. 
But  wifely  your  Mifcarriages  conceal. 

Zeno0  a  Prieft,  in  Samothrace  of  old. 

Thus  reafon’d  with  \ Thilopidas  the  bold  3 
Immortal  Gods  you  own,  but  think  ’em  blind 
To  what  concerns  the  State  of  Human  Kind. 
Either  they  hear  not,  or  regard  not  Pray  r. 

That  argues  want  of  Pow’r,  and  This  of  Care, 
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Allow  that  Wifdom  infinite  mull  know ; 

J 

PowV  infinite  muft  ad.  1  grant  it  fo . 

Hade  ftrait  to  Neptune's  Fane,  furvey  with  Zeal 
The  Walls.  What  then  ?  reply’d  the  Infidel. 
Obferve  thofe  numerous  Throngs  in  Effigy, 

The  Gods  have  fav’d  from  the  devouring  Sea. 

Tts  true 5  their  Tiffiures  that  efcap’d  you  keep , 

But  where  an  Theirs  that  pertjtid  in  the  \ Deep  ? 

\ 


Vaunt  now  no  more  the  Triumphs  of  your  Skill 
t,  tho*  unfeed,  exert  your  Arm,  and  kill. 


Our  Scouts  have  learn'd  the  Pofture  of  the  Foe  5 
In  War,  Surprizes  fared  Condud  fhow. 


But  Fame,  that  neither  good  nor  bad  conceals, 
That  Temhrook' s  Worth,  and  Ormond's  Valour  tells. 
How  Truth  in  Benting. ,  how  in  Candijh  reigns 
Varro' s  Magnificence  with  Maros  Strains. 


But 
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But  how  at  Church  and  Bar  all  gape  and  ftretch 

if  W - plead,  or  5'-™  or  O - -ly  preach, 

On  nimble  Wings  to  Warwick- Lane  repairs^ 

And  what  the  Enemy  intends,  declares* 

Confufion  in  each  Countenance  appear’d, 

A  Council’s  call’d,  and  Stentor  firflt  was  heard  3 
His  lab  ring  Lungs  the  throng’d  T?ratorium  rent. 
Addrefling  thus  the  paffive  Prefident. 

t 

Machaon ,  whofe  Experience  we  adore, 

Great  as  your  matchlefs  Merits,  is  your  Pow’r. 

At  your  Approach,  the  baffl’d  Tyrant  ‘Death 
Breaks  his  keen  Shafts,  and  grinds  his  claffling  Teeth, 
To  you  we  leave  the  Conduct  of  the  Day  j 
What  you  command,  your  Vaflals  mult  obey. 

If  this  dread  Enterprize  you  wou’d  decline^ 

Well  lend  to  treat,  and  ftifle  the  Defign, 
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But  if  my  Arguments  had  force,  we5d  try 
To  fcatter  our  audacious  Foes,  or  die. 

He  had  not  finilh’d*  ’till  th’  Out-guards  defcry’d 
Bright  Columns  move  in  formidable  Pride. 

The  palling  Pomp  fo  dazzl'd  from  afar? 

It  feem’d  a  Triumph,  rather  than  a  War. 

Thos  wide  the  Front?  tho1  grofs  the  ‘Phalanx  grew, 
It  look’d  Ids  dreadful  as  it  nearer  drew. 

The  adverfe  Hod  for  Action  ftrait  prepare  * 

All  eager  to  unveil  the  Face  of  War. 

Their  Chiefs  lace  on  their  Helms,  and  take  the  Field? 
And  to  their  trufty  Squires  refign  their  Shield: 

To  paint  each  Knight?  their  Ardour  and  Alarms? 
Won  d  ask  the  Mufe  that  fung  the  Frogs  in  Arms. 

And  now  the  Signal  fummons  to  the  Fray  5 
Mock  Falchions  flafh?  and  paltry  Enfigns  play. 


Their 
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Their  Patron  God  his  filver  Row-firing  twangs  5 
Tough  Harnefs  ruftles,  and  bold  Armour  clangs. 
The  piercing  Caufticks  ply  their  fpightful  Pow’r ;  / 
Emeticks  ranch,  and  keen  Catharticks  fcour. 

The  deadly  Drugs  in  double  Dofes  flyj 
And  Peflies  peal  a  martial  Symphony. 

Now  from  their  levell’d  Syringes  they  pour 
The  liquid  Volly  of  a  miffive  Show’r. 

Not  Storms  of  Sleet,  which  o’er  the  Baltick  drive, 

1  uln  d  on  by  Northern  Gulls,  iuch  Horror  give. 
Like  Spouts  in  Southern  Seas  the  Deluge  broke, 

And  Numbers  funk  beneath  th’ impetuous  Stroke. 

So  when  Leviathans  difpute  the  iveuni 
And  uncontroiPd  Dominion  of  the  Main  $ 

From  the  rent  Rocks  whole  Coral  Groves  are  -  oni ^ 
And  Ides  or  Sea-weed  on  the  Waves  are  born. 


Such 
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Such  watry  Stores  from  their  fpread  Noftrils  fly, 
sTis  doubtful  which  is  Sea,  and  which  is  Sky. 

And  now  the  ftagg  ring  Braves  %  led  by.Defpair, 
Advance,  and  to  return  the  Charge,  prepare. 

Each  feizes  for  his  Shield  a  fpacious  Scale* 

And  the  Brafs  Weights  fly  thick  as  Show’rs  of  Hail. 
Whole  Heaps  of  Warriors  welter  on  the  Ground, 
With  Gally-Pots,  and  broken  Phials  crown'd 3  > 

Whilft  empty  Jarrs  the  dire  Defeat  refound.  ^ 

\  . 

Thus  when  fome  Storm  its  Cryftal  Quarry  rends. 

And  Jove  in  ratling  Show  rs  of  Ice  defcends; 

Mount  Athos  (hakes  the  Forefts  on  his  Brow,  .  1 

Whilft  down  his  wounded  Sides  frefli  Torrents  flow,  \ 

And  Leaves  and  Limbs  of  Trees  oer-fpread  the  Vale  J 

[below .  j 
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But  now,  all  Order  loft,  promifcuous  Blows 
Confus’dly  fall  ;  perplex’d  the  Battel  grows, 
from  Stent  of  s  Arm  a  mafly  Opiat  flyes, 

And  ftrait  a  deadly  Sleep  clos'd  Cams'  Eyes, 

At  Colon  great  Ser tonus  Rhubarb  flung, 

Who  with  fierce  Gripes,  like  thofe  of  Death,  was  Rung  5 
But  with  a  dauntlefs  and  difda  inful  Mien 
Hurl’d  back  Steel  Pills,  and  hit  him  on  the  Spleen, 

Chiron  attack’d  Talthihius  with  fuch  MiMiu 

£>  ^ 

One  Pafs  had  paunch’d  the  huge  hydropick  Knight, 
Who  ftrait  retreated  to  evade  the  Wound, 

But  in  a  Flood  of  Avozem  was  drown’d. 

This  ,Tfy  las  faw,  and  to  the  Vidor  fa  id, 

Thou  ftialt  not  long  furvive  th’unweildy  Dead, 

Thy  fate  flrall  follow 3  then  to  confirm  it,  fwore 
By  th  Image  of  Priapus ,  which  he  bore; 
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And  rais’d  an  Eagle  ftone ,  invoking  loud 
On  Cynthia.,  leaning  o’er  a  Silver  Cloud, 


Great  Queen  of  Night,  and  Emprefs  of  the  Seas, 


If  faithful  to  thy  Midnight  Myfteries, 

If  ft  ill  obfervant  of  my  early  Vows, 

Thefe  Hands  have  eas’d  the  mourning  Matron’s 
Diredr  this  rais’d  avenging  Arm  aright, 


[Throws; 


So  may  loud  Cymbals  aid  thy  lab’ring  Light. 

He  faid,  and  let  the  pond’rous  Fragment  fly 
At  Chiron,  but  learn’d  Hermes  put  it  by. 

Tho’  the  haranguing  God  furvey’d  the  War, 
That  Day  the  Mufes  Sons  were  not  his  Care. 
Two  Friends,  Adepts,  the  Trifmegifls  by  Name, 
Alike  their  Features,  and  alike  their  Flame. 

As  fimpling  ne’er  fair  Tweed  each  fung  by  turn, 
The  lift’ mng  R  iver  wou’d  negled  his  Urn. 


Thofe 


9$ 


CANTO  V. 

Thofc  Lives  They  fail’d  to  refcue  by  their  SkiJj, 
Their  Mufe  cou’d  make  immortal  with  her  Quill. 
But  {earn’d  Enquiries  after  Nature’s  State 
Dtifolv’d  the  League,  and  kindl’d  a  Debate. 

The  One,  for  lofty  Labours  fruitful  known. 
Fill’d  Magazines  with  Volumes  of  his  own. 

At  his  once-favour'd  Friend  a  Tome  he  threw 
That  from  its  Birth  had  flent  unfeen  ’till  now. 
Stunn  d  with  the  Blow  the  batter'd  Bard  retir'd 
Sunk  down,  and  in  a  Simile  expir’d. 

And  notv  the  Cchorts  fliake,  the  Legions  ply, 
The  yielding  Flanks  confefs  the  Victory. 

Stentor  undaunted  Bill,  with  noble  Raee 

O 

Sprung  thro’  the  Battel,  ghierpo  to  engage. 

Fierce  was  the  Onfet,  the  Difpute  was  great. 
Both  coud  not  vanquifh.  Neither  would  retreat; 


Each 
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Each  Combatant  his  Adverfary  mauls 
With  batter’d  Bed-pans,  •  and  ftav’d  Urinals. 
But  whilft  bold  Stentor  (as  late  Rumors  tell) 
Defign’d  a  fatal  Stroke,  the  Heroe  fell 5 
And  as  the  Vidor  hov’ring  o’er  him  Rood, 
With  Arms  extended,  thus  the  Suppliant  fu’d. 

When  Honour’s  loft,  ’tis  a  Relief  to  die  j 
Death’s  but  a  fare  Retreat  from  Infamy. 

But  to  the  loft,  if  Pity  might  be  Ihown, 

r 

Reflect  on  young  Querpoides  thy  Son  5 
Then  pity  mine,  for  fuch  an  Infant-Grace 
Sports  in  his  Eyes,  and  flatters  in  his  1‘  ace. 

If  he  was  near,  Compaffion  he’d  create, 

_  » 

Or  elfe  lament  his  wretched  Parent’s  Fate, 
Thine  is  the  Glory,  and  the  Field  is  thine  5 
To  Thee  the  lov’d  Difpens'ry  I  reiign. 
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The  Chief  at  this  the  deadly  Stroak  declin’d. 

And  found  Companion  pleading  in  his  Mind. 

But  whilft  he  view’d  with  Pity  the  Diftrels’d, 

He  fpy’d  T  Signet ur  writ  upon  his  Bread. 

Then  row’rds  theSkies  he  tofs’d  his  threading  Head, 
And  fir’d  with  more  than  mortal  Fury  laid 

Sooner  than  I’ll  from  vow'd  Revenge  defid. 


His  Ho  line fs  fhall  turn  a  Qmetift. 

The  Jefuift  and  Janfenifts  agree, 

I  he  inquifition  wink  at  Herefie. 

•  « 

F aith  dand  unihook  thro'  St — Ifiefs  Defence 


And  L — k  for  Mydery  abandon  Sen! 


e. 


With  that  he  drew  a  Lancet  in  full  Rav, 
To  pundure  the  dill  duplicating  Sage. 


*T- Member,  of  tho  Colhgt  that  okftrv,  a  lau  St 
Apothecaries  Signetur  Me 9. 


(ttut  e,  an  culfd  the 
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But  while  his  Thoughts  that  fatal  Ad  decree, 

Apollo  interpos’d  in  form  of  Fee. 

The  Chief  great  ‘Pecan's  golden  Trelfes  knew, 

He  own’d  the  God,  and  his  rais’d  Arm  withdrew. 

Thus  often  at  the  Temple -Stairs  we’ve  feen 
Two  Tritons  of  a  rough  Athletick  Mien, 

Sourly  difpute  fome  Quarrel  of  the  Flood, 

With  Knuckles  bruis’d,  and  Face  befmear’d  in  Blood; 
But  at  the  firft  Appearance  of  a  Fare, 

Both  quit  the  Fray,  and  to  their  Oars  repair. 

The  Heroe  fo  his  Enterprize  recalls, 

His  Fift  unclinches,  and  the  Weapon  falls. 


THE 
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WHile  the  fhrill  Clangour  of  the  Battel  rings, 
Au^xcxousHealth  appear’d  onZr/VA’sWingS} 
She  feern’d  a  Cherub  moft  divinely  bright, 

More  foft  than  Air,  more  gay  than  Morning  Light. 
A  Charm  fhe  tabes  from  each  excelling  Fair, 

And  borrows  C—les  Shape,  and  G-R—ton§  Air. 
Her  Eyes  like  R——agIf  s  their  Beams  dilpenfe. 
With  Ch— ill's  Bloom,  and  B — -  kle/s  Innocence 5 
From  her  bright  Lips  a  vocal  Mufick  falls, 

As  to  Machaon  thus  the  Goddefs  calls. 


H 
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[fihown, 

Enough  th*  Atchievement  of  your  Arms  you’ve 
You  feek  a  Triumph  you  fhou’d  blufh  to  own, 

Hafte  to  th5  Elyfian  Fields,  thofe  blefs’d  Abodes, 
Where  Harvy  (its  among  the  Demi- Cods. 

Confult  that  facred  Sage,  foon  Hell  difclofe 
The  Method  that  mutt  terminate  thefe  Woes. 

Let  Celfus  for  that  Enterprize  prepare, 

His  Condud  to  the  Shades  fhall  be  my  Care. 

Aghail  the  Heroes  flood  diflolv’d  in  Fear, 

A  Form  fo  Heav  nly  bright  They  cou’d  not  bear  $ 
Celfus  alone  unmov'd,  the  Sight  beheld, 

The  reft  in  pale  Confufion  left  the  Field. 

.  V 

So  when  the  Pigmies>  roarlhall’d  on  the  Plains, 
Wage  puny  War  againft  th’ invading  Cranes; 

The 
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The  Poppets;  to  their  Bodkin  Spears  repair. 

And  fcatter’d  Feathers  flutter  in  the  Air  5 
But  when  the  bold  imperial  Bird  of  Jove 
Stoops  on  his  founding  Pinions  front  above, 
Among  the  Brakes  the  Fairy  Nation  crowds. 

And  the  Strimonian  Squadron  feeks  the  Clouds. 

And  now  the  Delegate  prepares  to  go 
And  view  the  Wonders  of  the  Realms  below ; 
Then  takes  Amomum  for  the  Golden  Bousrh 
Th  rice  did  the  Goddefs  with  her  Sacred  Wand 
The  Pavement  flrike  5  and  ftrait  at  her  Command 
The  willing  Surface  opens,  and  deferies 
A  deep  Defcent  thaf  leads  to  nether  Skies. 

*  Hygeta  to  the  filent  Region  tends  * 

And  with  his  Heavhrly  Guide  the  Charge  defeends. 

*  Health,  celebrated  by  the  Ancients,  as  a  GodJef/i, 

H  2 
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Within  the  Chambers  of  the  Globe  they  fpy 
The  Beds  where  fleeping  Vegetables  lye, 

3Till  the  glad  Summons  of  a  Genial  Ray 
Unbinds  the  Glebe3  and  calls  them  out  to  Day. 
Hence  fancies  trick  themfelves  in  various  Hew$ 
And  hence  Junqutls  derive  their  fragrant  Dew 
Hence  the  Carnation  and  the  bafhful  Rofe 
Their  Virgin  Blufhes  to  the  Morn  difclofe. 

Hence  the  chaft  Lilly  rifes  to  the  Light, 

Unveils  her  fnowy  Breafts3  and  charms  the  Sight. 
Hence  Arbours  are  with  twining  Greens  array’d3 
T3  oblige  complaining  Lovers  with  their  Shade. 
And  hence  on  Daphne' %  Laurel’d  Forehead  grow 
Immortal  Wreaths  for  Thoebus  and  Naffau. 

The  Infeds  here  their  lingring  Trance  furvive: 
Benumb  d  they  feem3  and  doubtful  if  alive. 

a 
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From  Winter’s  Fury  hither  they  repair* 

And  hay  for  milder  Skies  and  fofter  Air, 

Down  to  thefe  Cells  obfcener  Reptils  creep. 

Where  hateful  Nates  and  painted  Ltz,z,ards  fieep. 
Where  fliiv’ring  Snakes  the  Summer  Solftice  waits 
Unfurl  their  painted  Folds,  and  Aide  in  State, 

Now,  thofe  profounder  Regions  They  explore? 
Where  Metals  ripen  in  vaft  Cakes  of  Oar, 

Here,  fullen  to  the  Sight,  at  large  is  fpread 
The  dull  unweildy  Mafs  of  lumpifh  Lead, 

There,  glimm  ring  in  their  dawning  Beds,  are  feen 
The  more  afpiring  Seeds  of  fprightly  Tin. 

The  Copper  fparkles  next  in  ruddy  Streaks  5 
And  in  the  Gloom  betrays  its  glowing  Cheeks. 

7'he  Silver  then  with  bright  and  burnifh  cl  Grace, 
Youth  and  a  blooming  Luflre  in  its  Face* 

H  3 
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To  th’  Arms  of  thofe  more  yielding  Metals  flies, 
And  in  the  Folds  of  their  Embraces  lyes. 

So  clofe  they  cling,  fo  ftubbornly  retire  5 
Their  Love’s  more  violent  than  the  Chymift’s  Fire, 

Near  Thefe  the  Delegate  with  Wonder  fpies 
Where  Floods  of  living  Silver  ferpentize: 

Where  richeft  Metals  their  bright  Looks  put  on, 

f  * 

And  Golden  Streams  thro’  Amber  Channels  run. 
Where  Light’s  gay  God  defcends  to  ripen  Gems, 
And  lend  a  Luftre  brighter  than  his  Beams. 

Here  he  obferves  the  Subterranean  Cells, 

Where  wanton  Nature  fports  in  idle  Shells: 

Some  Helicosids ,  fome  Conical  appear  ^ 

Thefe,  Miters  emulate  j  Thofe,  Turbans  are. 
Here  Marcafites  in  various  Figure  wait, 

To  ripen  to  a  true  Metailick  State  : 


Till 
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‘Till  Drops  that  from  impending  Rocks  defcend 
Their  Subfiance  petrifie,  and  Progrefs  end. 

Nigh,  livid  Seas  of  kindl’d  Sulphur  flow 5 
And,  whilft  enrag’d,  their  Fiery  Surges  glow  : 
Convulfions  in  the  lab  ring  Mountains  rife. 

Arid  hurl  their  melted  Vitals  to  the  Skies, 

He  views  with  Horror  next  the  noifie  Cave, 

Where  with  hoarfe  dinn  imprifond  Tempefts  rave: 
Where  clam’rous  Hurricanes  attempt  their  Flight, 

Or,  whirling  in  tumultuous  Eddies,  fight. 

The  warring  Winds  unmov’d  Hygeia  heard, 

Brav’d  their  lou’d  Jars,  but  much  for  Celfus  fear’d, 
Andromeda ,  fo  whilft  her  Heroe  fought 
Shook  for  his  Danger,  but  her  own  forgot. 

And  now  the  Goddefs  with  her  Charge  defcends, 
Where  fcarce  one  chearfulGlimpfe  theirSteps  befriends  , 

s  H  4  Her 
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Here  his  forfaken  Seat  old  Chaos  keeps; 

And  undifturb’d  by  Form,  in  Silence  deeps, 

A  grifly  Wight,  and  hideous  to  the  Eye; 

An  aukward  Lump  of  lhapelefs  Anarchy. 

With  fordid  Age  his  Features  are  defac’d  ■, 

His  Lands  unpeopl’d,  and  his  Countries  waftc. 

To  thefe  dark  Realms  much  learned  Lumber  creeps. 

There  copious  M- - lafe  in  Silence  deeps 

Where  Mufliroom  Libels  in  Oblivion  lye, 

And,  fcon  as  born,  like  other  Monfters  die. 

Upon  a  Couch  of  'Jett  in  thefe  Abodes, 

Dull  Night,  his  melancholy  Confort,  nods. 

No  Ways  and  Means  their  Cabinet  employ  $ 

But  their  dark  Hours  they  wafte  in  barren  Joy. 

Nigh  this  Recels,  with  Terror  they  furvey 
Where  <D.eath  maintains  his  dread  tyrannick  Sway ; 


In 
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In  the  clofe  Covert  of  a  Cyprefs  Grove, 

Where  Goblins  frisk,  and  airy  Speffres  rove, 

Yawns  a  dark  Cave,  moft  formidably  wide 5 
And  there  the  Monarch  s  1  numphs  are  defcry’d. 
Confus’d,  and  wildly  huddl’d  to  the  Eye, 

The  Beggars  Pouch,  and  Prince’s  Purple  lye. 

Dim  Lamps  with  fickly  Rays  icarce  feem  to  glow ; 
Sighs  heave  in  mournful  Moans,  and  Tears  o’er-flow- 
Old  mouldring  Urns,  pale  Fear,  and  dark  Diftrefs 
Make  up  the  frightful  Horror  0’  the  Place. 

v  >  ithin  its  dreadful  Jaws  thofe  F uries  wait. 
Which  execute  the  harih  Decrees  of  Fate. 

'  &  bis  is  firft:  The  Hag  relentlefs  hears 
The  Virgin's  Sighs;  and  fees  the  Infant’s  Tears. 

In  her  parch’d  Eye-balls  fiery  Meteors  reign; 

And  refllefs  Ferments  revel  in  each  Vein. 

*  Fewer, 
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Then*  Hydrops  next  appears  amongft  the  Throng 5 
Bloated,  and  big,  fhe  flowly  fails  along. 

But,  like  a  Mifer,  in  Excefs  fhe’s  poor^ 

And  pines  for  jThirft  amidft  her  wat  ry  Store. 

Now  loathfom  f  Lepra,  that  offenftve  Spright, 
With  foul  Eruptions  ftain'd,  offends  the  Sight. 

Still  deaf  to  Beauty’s  foft-perfuading  Powr: 

Nor  can  bright  Hebe's  Charms  her  Bloom  fecure. 

Whilft  meager  f  Ththifis  gives  a  filent  Blow  $ 
Her  Stroaks  are  fure^  but  her  Advances  flow. 

No  loud  Alarms,  nor  fierce  Affaults  are  fhown: 

She  ftarves  the  Fortrefs  fifft  j  then  takes  the  Town, 
Behind  flood  Crouds  of  much  inferior  Name, 

Too  num’rous  to  repeat,  too  foul  to  name 5 

*  Dreffie.  f  Leprofit.  f  Cmfumftim. 
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The  VafTals  of  their  Monarch’s  Tyranny: 

W I10,  at  his  Nod,  on  fatal  Errands  fly. 

Now  Celfus ,  with  his  glorious  Guide,  invades 
The  filent  Region  of  the  fleeting  Shades: 

Where  Rocks  and  ruful  Defarts  are  defcrycl. 

And  fullen  Styx  rolls  down  his  lazy  Tide. 

T  hen  fhews  the  Ferry-man  the  Plant  he  bore, 

And  claims  his  Paffage  to  the  further  Shore. 

To  whom  the  Stygian  Tilot  finding,  faid, 
iou  need  no  Pafs-port  to  demand  our  Aid. 

T hyjictans  never  linger  on  this  Strand: 

Old  Charon’s  prefent  ftill  at  their  Command. 

Our  awful  Monarch  and  his  Confort  owe 

\ 

To  Them  the  Peopling  of  their  Realms  below. 

Then  in  his  fwarthy  Hand  he  grafp’d  his  Oar, 
Receiv’d  his  Guefts  aboard,  and  Ihov’d  from  Shoar. 
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Now,  as  the  Goddefs  and  her  Charge  prepare 
To  breath  the  Sweets  of  foft  Elyfian  Air, 

Upon  the  Left  they  fpy  a  penfive  Shade, 

Who  on  his  bended  Arm  had  rais’d  his  Head : 

Pale  Grief  fate  heavy  on  his  mournful  Look: 

To  whom,  not  unconcern’d,  thus  Celfus  fpoke: 

Tell  me,  Thou  much  afflided  Shade,  why  Sighs 
Burft  from  yourBreaft,  and  Torrents  from  your  Eyes  : 
And  who  thofe  mangl’d  Manes  are,  which  Ihow 
A  fullen  Satisfadion  at  your  Woe? 

Since,  faid  the  Ghofl,  with  Pity  you  11  attenc, 
Know,  I’m  Gutdcum,  once  your  valu’d  Friend. 

And  on  this  barren  Beach  in  Dilcontent 
Am  doom’d  to  Hay,  ’till  th’ angry  Powrs  relent. 
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Thofe  Spettres  feam’d  with  Scars  that  threaten  there. 
The  Victims  of  my  late  ill  Conduit  are. 

They  vex  with  endlefs  Clamours  my  Repofe: 

This  wants  his  Palate  5  That  demands  his  Nofe: 
And  here  they  execute  Item  ‘Pluto’ s  Will, 

And  ply  me  ev’ry  moment  with  a  Pill. 

Then  Celfus  thus:  O  much-lamented  State! 

How  rigid  is  the  Sentence  you  relate? 

t 

Methinks  I  recoiled  your  former  Air, 

But  ah,  how  much  you’re  chang’d  from  what  you  were  1 
Infipid  as  your  late  Ttifans  you  lye. 

That  once  were  fprightlier  far  than  Mercury . 

At  the  fad  Tale  you  tell3  the  Popples  weep? 

And  mourn  their  vegetable  Souls  afleep. 

The  unduous  Larix,  and  the  healing  Tine 
Lament  your  Fate  in  Tears  of  Turpentine. 
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But  ftill  the  Off-fpring  of  your  Brain  fhali  prove 
The  Grocers  Care,  and  brave  the  Rage  of  Jove. 
When  Bonfires  blaze,  your  vagrant  Works  fhali  rife 
In  Rockets,  ’till  they  reach  the  wond  ring  Skies. 

If  Mortals  e’er  the  Stygian  Pow’rs  cou'd  bend,  , 
Entreaties  to  their  awful  Seats  I’d  fend. 

But  fince  no  human  Arts  the  fates  diiTuaue; 

Direct  me  how  to  find  blefs’d  Harvf  s  Shade. 

In  vain  th’ unhappy  Ghoft  ftill  urg’d  his  Stay  5 
Then  riling  from  the  Ground,  he  fhew  d  the  Way . 

Nigh  the  dull  Shear  a  lhapelefs  Mountain  flood. 

That  with  a  dreadful  Frown  furvey’d  the  flood. 

Its  fearful  Brow  no  lively  Greens  put  on, 

No  frisking  Goats  bound  o’er  the  ridgy  Stone. 

To  gain  the  Summit  the  bright  Goddefs  try’d, 

And  Celfus  follow’d,  by  degrees,  his  Guide. 

Th’Afcent 
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Th’Afcent  thus  conquer’d,  now  They  tow’r  on  high, 
And  tafte  th’  Indulgence  of  a  milder  Sky. 

Loofe  Breezes  on  their  airy  Pinions  play, 

And  with  refrefhing  Sweets  perfume  the  Way. 

Cool  Streams  thro'  flow’ry  Meadows  gently  glide 5 
And  as  1  hey  pafs,  their  painted  Banks  they  chide. 

1  hefe  blifsf.il  Plains  no  Blights,  nor  Mildews  fear. 
The  Flow  rs  ne'er  fade,  and  Shrubs  are  Myrtles  here. 
The  Morn  awakes  the  Tulip  from  her  Bed  5 
E’er  Noon  in  painted  Pride  fhe  decks  her  Head: 
Foabd  in  rich  Dye  (he  triumps  on  the  Green, 

And  ev’ry  Flow’r  does  Homage  to  their  Queen. 

So  when  bright  Venus  rifes  from  the  Flood, 

Around  in  Throngs  the  wond’ring  Nereids  crowd- 
The  Tritons  gaze,  and  tune  each  vocal  Shell, 

And  ev’ry  Grace  unfung,  the  Waves  conceal. 
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The  ‘Delegate  obferves,  with  wond’ring  Eyes, 
Ambrofial  Dews  defcend,  and  Incenfe  rife. 

Then  haftens  onward  to  the  penfive  Grove, 

The  filent  Manfion  of  difaftrous  Love. 

Here  Jealoufie  with  Jaundice  Looks  appears, 

And  broken  Slumbers,  and  fantaftick  Fears. 

The  widow’d  Turtle  hangs  her  moulting  Wings, 
And  to  the  Woods  in  mournful  Murmurs  lings. 

No  Winds  but  Sighs  are  there,  no  Floods  but  Tears, 
Each  confcious  Tree  a  Tragick  Signal  bears. 

Their  wounded  Bark  records  fome  broken  Vow, 

And  Willow  Garlands  hang  on  ev’ry  Bough. 


Olivia,  here  in  Solitude  he  found, 

F“er  down-caft  Eyes  fixd  on  the  lilent  Ground. 

Her  Drefs  neglefted,  and  unbound  her  Hair, 
She  feem’d  the  mournful  Image  of  Defpair. 


Flow 
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How  lately  did  this  celebrated  Thing 
Blaze  in  the  Box,  and  fparkle  in  the  Ring, 

Till  the  Green-ficknefs  and  Love’s  force-betray’d 
To  Death’s  remorflefs  Arms  th’ unhappy  Maid. 

4 

All  o’er  confus'd  the  guilty  Lover  flood, 

The  Light  forfook  his  Ey  es,  his  Cheeks  the  Blood 
An  Icy  Honour  Ihiver'd  in  his  Look, 

As  to  the  ccld-complexion’d  Nymph  He  fpoke  : 

Tell  me,  dear  Shade,  from  whence  fuch  anxious  Care, 
lour  Looks  diforder’d,  and  your  Bofom  bare? 

Why  thus  you  languifh  like  a  drooping  Flow  r. 

Crufh  d  by  the  weight  of  fome  unfriendly  Show’r  ? 
Your  languid  Looks,  your  late  ill  Conduct  tell  j, 

O  that  inftead  of  Trafh  you’d  taken  Steel! 
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Stabb’d 


The  Difpenfary. 


1 14 

Stabb'd  with  th'  unkind  Reproach,  the  Confcious 

r  . ,  [Maid 

Thus  to  her  late  intuiting  Lover  laid  ; 

When  Ladies  lifben  not  to  loofe  Defire, 

You  {tile  our  Modefty,  our  want  of  Fire. 

Smile  or  Forbid,  Encourage  or  Reprove, 

You  Hill  find  Reafons  to  believe  we  love: 

Vainly  you  think  a  Liking  we  betray, 

And  never  mean  the  peevifn  Things  we  fay. 

Cuftom,  rcply’d  the  Lover,  is  your  Guide, 
Difcretion  is  but  Fear,  and  Flonour,  Pride. 

To  do  nice  Conduit  Right,  you  Nature  wrong; 
Impulfes  are  but  weak,  where  Reafon’s  ftrong. 

Some  want  tlf  Affurance  oft,  but  Few  the  Flame; 
They  like  the  Thing,  That  ftartie  at  the  Name. 
The  lonely  “Phoenix,  tho’  profefs’d  a  Nun, 

Warms  into  Love,  and  kindles  at  the  Sun. 


Thofe 
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Thofe  Tales  of  fpicy  Urns  and  fragrant  Fires, 

Are  but  the  Emblems  of  her  fcorch’d  Defires. 

Then  as  he  drove  to  clafp  the  fleeting  Fair^ 

His  empty  Arms  confefs’d  th*  impaffive  Air. 

From  his  Embrace  th5  unbody  cl  Spedre  flies, 

And  as  Ihe  mov'd,  (lie  chid  him  with  her  Eyes. 

They  haften  now  to  that  delightful  Plain, 

Where  the  glad  Manes  of  the  Blefsd  remain: 

Where  Harvy  gathers  Simples  to  beftow 
Immortal  Youth  on  Heroes  Shades  below. 

Soon  as  the  bright  Hygeia  was  in  view. 

The  Venerable  Sage  her  Prefence  knew. 

Thus  Fie—  •  . 

Hail,  blooming  Goddefs !  Thou  propitious  Pow’r, 
Whofe  Bleffings  Mortals  next  to  Life  implore. 

I  2 
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With  fo  much  Luftre  your  bright  Looks  endear, 
That  Cottages  are  Courts  where  Thofe  appear. 
Mankind,  as  you  vouchfafe  to  Smile  or  Frown, 
Finds  Eafe  in  Chains,  or  Anguilh  in  a  Crown. 

With  juft  Refentments  and  Contempt  you  fee 
The  mean  Diffentions  of  the  Faculty  ^ 

How  your  fad  fick’ning  Art  now  hangs  her  Head, 
And  once  a  Science,  is  become  a  Trade. 

Her  Sons  ne’er  rifle  her  Myfterious  Store, 

But  fiudy  Nature  lefs,  and  Lucre  more. 

.1  £how  d  of  old,  how  vital  Currents  glide. 

And  the  Meanders  of  their  refluent  Tide. 

Then,  Willis ,  why  fpontaneous  Actions  here, 
And  whence  involuntary  Motions  there  : 

And  how  the  Spirits,  by  Mechanick  Laws, 

In  wild  Careers,  tumultuous  Riots  caufe. 


Nor 
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Nor  wou’d  our  Wharton ,  Bates,  and  Glijfon  1  ye 
In  the  Abyfs  of  blind  Obfcurity. 

But  now  luch  wondrous  Searches  are  forborn, 
And  ‘Paaris  Art  is  by  Divifions  torn. 

Then  let  your  Charge  attend,  and  I’ll  explain 
How  her  loft  Health  your  Science  may  regain. 


Th'  opprefs’d  to  his  Aj'ylum  ftiil  repair  5 
.  Arts  he  fupports,  and  Learning  is  his  Care. 

He  foftens  the  harfh  Rigour  of  the  Laws, 

Blunts  their  keen  Edge,  and  cuts  their  Harpy  Claws; 
And  graciouily  he  cafts  a  pitying  Eye 

On  the  lad  State  of  virtuous  Poverty. 

VVhen-e’er  hefpeaks,Heav’ns !  how  thelift  ningThrong 
Dwells  on  the  melting  Mufick  of  his  Tongue. 


His 
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His  Arguments  are  Emblems  of  his  Mein, 

Mild,  but  not  faint ;  and  forcing,  tho  ferene; 

And  when  the  Pow’r  of  Eloquence  He’d  try. 

Here,  Light’ning  Hr  ikes  you  5  there,  foft  Breezes  figh. 

To  him  you  mult  your  fickly  State  refer. 

Your  Charter  claims  him  as  your  Vilirer. 

Your  Wounds  he’ll  clofe,  and  fov’reignly  reftore 
Your  Science  to  the  Height  it  had  before. 


Thm  NaJfau’s  Health  lhall  be  your  glorious  Aim, 
His  Life  fhould  be  as  Ming  as  His  Fame. 

Some  Princes  Claims  from  Devaluations  fpring. 

He  condefcends  in  pity  to  be  King : 

And  when,  amidft  his  Olives  plac'd.  He  Hands* 

And  governs  more  by  Candour  than  Commands  i 

i 

Ev’n  then  not  lefs  a  Heroe  he  appears. 

Than  when  his  Laurel  Diadem  he  wears. 


Woud 
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Woud  ThoebuS)  or  his  Gr anvil,  but  infpire 
Their  facred  Veh’mence  of  Poetick  Fire  5, 

To  celebrate  in  Song  that  God-like  Powr, 

Which  did  the  lab  ring  Univerfe  reftore* 

Fair  Albion  %  Cliffs  wou’d  Eccho  to  the  Strain, 
And  praife  the  Arm  that  Conquer’d,  to  regain 
The  Earths  Repofe,  and  Empire  o er  the  Main. 

Still  may  th*  immortal  Man  his  Cares  repeat, 

To  make  his  Bleflings  endlefs  as  they  Ye  great: 
Whilft  Malice  and  Ingratitude  confefs 
They've  ftrove  for  Ruin  long  without  Succefs. 

Had  fome  fam’d  Heroe  of  the  Latin  Blood,  J 
Like  Julius  Great,  and  like  Qtiavius  Goods 
But  thus  prefervd  the  Latian  Liberties^ 

Afpiring  Columns  foon  had  reach'd  the  Skies: 


Loud 
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Loud  Ios  the  proud  Capitol  had  fhook* 
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And  all  the  Statues  of  the  Gods  had  fpoke. 

No  more  the  Sage  his  Raptures  cou  d  purfue: 
He  paus'd  3  and  Celfus  with  his  Guide  withdrew. 
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